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PREFACE. 



The tale of Barbara Howard, which is contained 
in this little volume, was originally written for the 
columns of the Boston Mercantile Journal, and 
appeared in that paper in seven successive numbers. 
In this tale, I have endeavored, under the guise 
of an interesting narrative, to portray some of the 
terrible evils of Intemperance. The pictures which 
are presented to the reader in this production, are 
not mere fancy sketches ; they are not even 
exaggerated. Scenesi as revoltbg in their character 
as are described to have taken place at the tavern 
in Allensvillej and in the home of the drmkard\ 
occur every year in half the villages of New 
England ; and it is time that the community were 
awakened to a sense of their mighty evils ; and 



IV CO^^TENTS. 

that PUBLIC OPINION should proclaim £x>m. one 
end of the Union to the other, that this bane of 
our country, Intemperance -^ this fiend, which is 
industriously and insidiously at work, undermining 
our civil, our moral, and our religious institutions,: 
and scattering the firebrands and arrows of discord 
and death through the land, ought to be, and 
shall be banished from among us. 

This tale was written merely as a newspaper 
story, and 1 am aware that it contains many 
defects and errors. But it was, nevertheless, 
received with much favor by many of the readers 
of the Mercantile Journal • and it having been 
suggested and strongly urged by some gentlemen, 
in whose judgment I have great confidence, that 
it should be published in a book, no time has been 
lost in laying it, in that form, with some few 
s^lterations and reyi3ions,. before the public. 

j«. s* s«. 



BARBARA HOWARD. 



CHAPTER I. 
A SAILOR FALLING IN LOVE. 

'IcHABOD Allen was a true-faearted American 
sailor. He was bom in a small village in tbe 
interior of Massachusetts^ but fond of adventure, 
and charmed with the anticipated pleasures of a 
roving life, he left his happy home, and all] tbe 
enjoyments, and cares, and labors to which he 
had been accustomed for years, and at the youtlful 
age of fifteen, he embarked on his first vojrage 
across the dark blue waves. He soon found, 
however, that the path of the sailor was not 
strewed with flowers ; that much of the romance 
with which'his imagination had clothed the occupa- 
tion of a manror, was dispelled when he came in 
1 
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contact with the reality ; that there was more prose 
than poetry in getting well soaked with salt water 
in a dark night on a winter's coast ; in reefing 
top-sails, and sending down top*gallant masts in a 
gale of wind on a lee shore ; or hoisting out or in 
cargo, day after day, exposed to the sun, with the 
thermometer at ninety degrees, Fahrenheit. He 
did not even think there was anything particularly 
captivating in eating, week after week, salt junk of 
the color and consistence of St. Domingo mahogany, 
and sea biscuit which abounded with insects of 
different varieties ; and drinking water, from which 
a well-nurtured horse would have turned away in 
disgust. But Ichabod was blessed with a good 
constitution and a robust frame ; a happy disposi- 
tion, and a good deal of determination of character ; 
and having once fairly got his hands in the tar- 
bucket, he resolved to pursue the sea-faring business 
as his occupation in life. He began at the lowest 
round, but he resolved to mount to the top of the 
ladder^ 

f chabod went to sea on several voyages before 
the mast, and being of a cheerful, lively tem- 
perament, promptly obeying the orders of his 
officers, without sulky looks or mutteriQgs of dis- 
content, and desirous of making every one around 
him as happy as himself, he was always a favorite 
on bpard j and treated with kindness by his 
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cfficers, and with affection by his shipmates. Nor 
was Ichabod Allen deBcient in a manly spirit 
neither. He cautiously abstiuned fiom giving just 
cause of ofi^ce, on the one hand, but he would 
never tamely submit to an injury or an. insult^ on 
the other. Notwithstanding the apparent amia- 
bility of his temper, it could be excited without 
,much difficulty ; and more than once be was 
known to teach a practical lesson to an ill-mannered 
bully, and strongly impressed it on his memory, 
too', that a happy disposition, a heart over>flowing 
with the milk of human kindness, and handsome 
features, almost always illuminated by smiles, 
were not incompatible with a brave and noble 
spirit. 

At the age of twenty-one, Ichabod Allen was 
as fine a looking fellow as one would desire to see 
on a summer's day. He was a good, but rather 
favorable specimen of a Yankee sailor. His frame 
was compact and muscular, hb step was elastic, 
and his healthy, though sun-bumt complexion, his 
clear, hazel eye, and bis intelligent countenance, 
all assisted in forming a physiognomy, such as 
sentimental young ladies love to meet with in their 
dreams, or haply to look upon in their waking 
moments. But Ichabod, although he carried in 
his heart a bosom formed neither of ice nor granite; 
although he had flirted and fjx>licked with gay and 
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haghiDg damsels of every clime ; although five 6f 
the most renowned iiiaii<»8ubduing belles in his na^" 
tive village, where he was in the habit of passing a 
week or two evety year, had opened their batteries 
upon him with a firm determination to bring him to 
bis knees, make him acknowledge the supremacy 
of female charms, and surrender at discretion ; yet, 
down to the time when our tale commences, his 
bosom had been invulnerable to the shaft of Cupid, 
and his heart continued as sound as a roacb« 
How he succeeded in passing through the fi^ 
ordeal unscathed, I shall not undertake to explain* 
It is an old saying, however, that marriage aQ<) 
hanging go by destiny ; and a Mussulman wouUf' 
have said that '^ his time had not yet come/' 

Ichabod Allen was attached to the good ship 
Tantarabogns, lying at one of the wharves in 
Boston, as second mate ; but it being the wintier 
season, and as the ship was not expected to sail on 
her voyage for Havana and elsewhere, for several 
weeks, be obtained permission from the ownens to 
visit his father's family. After being for several 
days a welcome inmate of the old mansion, be- 
neath whose roof he first drew the breath of life, 
and almost envying his sisters and brothers their 
social and domestic enjoyments, he suddenly de- 
termined to take the opportunity to visit a kind 
uncle who resided in Allensville, in the State of 
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Maine, and who had sereral times, with great 
earnestness, invited the young sailor to noake his 
appearance in that quarter. 

Ichabod Alien stepped into the stage-sleigh one 
oold morning in January, at an early hour, and 
after a comfortless ride of two days and a half, in 
that most uncomfortable of all vehicles which the 
ingenuity of man ever invented, and being upset 
only four times on his route, he was safely de- 
posited, although almost as gelid as an icicle, at 
the door of tlie Black Swan Public House, in 
Allensvilie. This noted tavern, indeed the only 
one in the village, was kept by Jonas Sanderson, 
a bluff-looking, ruddy-cheeked, good-humored land- 
lord, who delighted in seeing all his customers 
^ taking their comfort," as he called it, which, 
according to his notions, consisted in swilling deep 
and frequent potations of sling, toddy, or flip. And 
Jonas Sanderson, with singular hospitality, neglect- 
ed no attentions which would contribute to the 
comfort of his guests; and his bar-room was 
frequented not only by the passing travellers, for 
whose especial accommodation our country taverns 
were originally intended, but by all the idle, the silly, 
the vicious, and the intemperate men within a cir« 
cle of several miles, who sought to kill '^ the enemy'' 
by drinking alcoholic drinks, at the same time that 
they emptied their purses, destroyed their constitu- 
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tions, and brought misery upoa their families. Tlius 
Jonas Sanderson waxed rich ; for the money which 
the poor infatuated inebriate should have spent to 
clothe and ieed his shivering and starving wife and 
children, was paid over to the landlord, for gene- 
rously, hospitably supplying his fellow«men with a 
poisaUf destructive alike to body and soul. Jonas 
Sanderson was also a respectable man, and honored 
with the commission of justice of the peace, which 
gave him a legitimate claim to the tide of " Squire." 
But the Squire's rubicund countenance and blood- 
shot eyes, showed that he was not averse to 
" taking his own comfort " pretty often ; and 
those who watched the signs of the times, predict- 
ed that many years would not elapse, before even 
the " burly host " himself — albeit, his worldly 
possessions might increase in value — would be- 
come one of that very class of despised and de- 
graded beings, ycleped drunkards^ which he had 
labored so hard, by night and by day, by precept 
and example, to increase and multiply in the 
village. 

Ichabod Allen, after warming himself by the 
large and cheerful fire in the bar-room, isind re- 
turning the stare of the motley group, which 
were collected, apparently to inhale the stimulating 
effluvia, and procure a drop or two of comfart^ 
inquired the direction in which his uncle Timothy 
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fived. He was informed by his raddy-vidaged host 
that his uncle's dwelling*house was situated about 
three quarters of a mile off, on a cross road, lead- 
ing to North AUensville. And he at once decided 
to leave his baggage for the present with the land- 
lord, of the Black Swan, and to proceed to his 
uncle's residence on foot, notwithstanding the 
travelling was heavy, the snow being deep, and a 
good deal drifted on the route he was about to 
take. 

« Drawing his cloak tighter about him, and pulling 
his fur cap around his ears, Ichabod took the bear- 
ings of his uncle's residence, and was about to start 
on his cruise, when three or four dashing young 
men, each accompanied by a fair and laughing 
damsel, and each drawn by a spirited horse, with 
the bells jingling at a wonderful rate, as if *•' all 
bedlam was broken loose," drove up to the door. 
These village beaux had been driving fast and 
furious, in order to command the admiration and 
win the favor of the blooming belles who had 
vouchsafed, to honor them with their company. 
On arriving at the Black Swan, they found it 
advisable to rest their horses a few moments, have 
a little chat with the friendly landlord, and 
partake of " something comfortable " in the mean- 
while. 
The foremost vehicle was drawn hj a large black 
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bot9e, which was driven by a youog man with an 
unpiBpoBSGSfiing countenance, who wore a mon- 
stious high sbirt*<x>Uar, and sported a respectable 
pair of wbiskeis. He smiled and smirked on every 
body as he reined bis horse up opposite the door- 
stone ; and he seemed to be particularly happy as 
he leaped out of the sleigh, threw the reins into 
the hands of the ostler, entered the bar-room and 
called out right lustily for a mug of flip — '^ and 
remember, Squire," added he, " I like it pretty 
stiff." The landlord tipped him a knowing wink, 
as much as to say, 1 know and approve your 
taste in these matters, and entered with alacrity 
upon his labors. 

But Ichabod's attention was arrested by the fair 
and now sole occupant of the sleigh, who preferred 
remaining in her seat, to entering the tavern, the 
atmosphere of which was strongly impregnated 
with the fumes of alcohol, and the flavor of the 
rank Virginia weed. "This is an evidence," 
thought Ichabod, << of her refinement and good 
sensQ." She wore no odious veil to ccmceal ber 
features ; and our young sailor, who imagined bim« 
self a connoisseur in female charms, thought that 
be had never seen anything so dazzlingly beautiful 
before. Her bright blue eyes, sparkUng with mis- 
chief and the excitement of the occasion; her 
cheeks, colored of a rosy hue, by a bracmg north- 
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wester, youth, exercise and health ; her smile, 
which seemed to irradiate features, that Canova 
would have loved to make immortal ; all consti- 
tuted a galaxy of charms., which struck our heio 
with admiration. Prompted by a pardonable 
curiosity, he tried also to ascertain if the outline of 
her form corresponded with the loveliness of her 
face, but here he was for the present doomed to 
disappointment, so completely was she ensconced 
within the folds of an odious buffido robe. Per- 
ceiving that his rather ardent gaze sufiused the 
cheeks of the fair maiden with a more than ordinary 
tinge of crimson, he turned away — and address- 
ing one of those everlasting loungers, or in modern 
parlance, loafers^ who are often found about 
country taverns, he inquired the name of the young 
lady who was seated in the sleigh. 

'^ That,'' said the person to whom he applied 
for information, *' is Barbara Howard, allowed on 
all hands to be the prettiest gal in AUensville, and 
there are some who think it would be hard work to 
find her equal within twenty miles ; and she knows 
k, tpo, as well as you or I do ; and, I tell you what it 
is, my friend, I never knew a gal that was pretty, but 
what she coidd find it out as soon as other folks. 

^< Who b that dandified-looking chap who rode 
in the sleigh with her ?" asked Icliabod, in a man- 
ner somewhat more contemptuous than the occasion 
seemed to warrant. 
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" O, that is Squire Renwick's son, Sam. And 
he 's a knowing one, I tell ye. They say his 
Either wants him to marry ; and I suppose he is 
now arter a wife. If he don't get Barbara Howard, 
it wont be for want of trying, any how." 

" Then he is not engaged to her !" exclaimed 
Ichabod in a tone of exultation, for which, not 
having time to analyze his feelings, he would have 
been puzzled to account. 

" Engaged to her ! no, not he. She has half a 
dozen beaux dangling after her, all weathers. 
There 's Dick Wilson, the miller's son ; Squire 
Traverse, the young lawyer, at West Allensville ; 
Jim Simpkifis, who owns as pretty a lot of land 
down yonder, as a man would wish to see ; Alex- 
ander Thompson, who keeps the parish school, 
and is learning to be a minister ; and half a dozen 
more, besides this dandified chap, as you call him, 
are trying hard to gain her consent to a partnership 
for life. They all hate each other like poison, and I 
really believe would be willing to cut each other's 
throats, if they dared. But nobody knows which 
one she will choose for a husband, if, indeed, she will 
take either of them. Perhaps some stylish-looking 
stranger will come along, after all, and snap her up." 

'* Ah, indeed ! do you' think so ? " said Ichabod, 
instinctively smacking his lips. He turned his 
head to take another '* long, Imgaing " look at 
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the beautiful Barbara He caught her eye fixed on 
him, with an inquiring but arch expression. They 
both blushed to the eyes; and Ichabod obeyed 
the natural laws of politeness, by making her a low 
and graceful bow. He then reluctantly tumetl 
away, and in a few moments was trudging resolute- 
ly through the snow, towards his uncle's residence, 
at the rate of four miles an hour. 
' He was on the way to his uncle's residence ; 
but he was not thinking of his old uncle Timothy, 
who had been so kind and indulgent to him when 
a boy, or of his aunt Tabitha, whom in early child- 
hood he had regarded with almost a son's affec- 
tion, or of his cousins Harriet, and Anne, and Ta- 
bitlia, junior, and Thomas, and Richard, and 
Timothy, junior, with whom he had romped and 
played in years gone by, and whom he had long 
yearned to greet again with a brother's love. He 
was thinking of the soul-captivating vision of 
female loveliness, which had just appeared to him, 
and wondering whether it was a dream or a real- 
ity. Alas, poor Ichabod ! " his time had come." 
'^ And her name is Barbara Howard !" said he 
to himself ; " what a sweet name ; just such a 
name as I should have expected ; and what a 
sweet creature she must be ! Oh, there can be 
no mistaking such a countenance ; she must be all 
goodness, all perfection.* Her form, too, I doubt 
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not, is of a piece with her other charms ; all sym* 
metiy, all grace; but, as she must live in the 
village, I will soon satisfy myself on that point* 
What a shame it is that such an angelic bebg 
should be thus persecuted by a set of country fel- 
lows, who cannot tell the difference between a 
cat-head stnd a cat*harping ; and who, of course, 
never can appreciate her beauty or her worth* 
Barbara Howard surely is fit to be the wife of a 
sailor ; and < Barbara Allen ' is a name which 
sounds prettily when set to music, as many a senti* 
mental youth or sighing maiden can testify." 

" In Scarlet townC) where I was borne, 
There was a fair maid dwellin, 
Made every youth cry " well awaye," 
Her name was Barbara Allen." 

In this strain soliloquized and sang Ichabod Allen ; 
a pretty decisive proof that he was completely 
caught in the snare set by that mischievous urchb| 
Cupid. But his extatic day-dream, in which were 
presented in rapid succession to his mental vision 
bright and laughing eyes, pouting ruby lips, blush- 
ing cheeks, and smiles which would gladden the 
heart of an anchorite, were suddenly and most un- 
expectedly interrupted. The screams of a female 
and the jingling of bells were borne to his ears on 
the wings of the wind. He looked behind him, 
and lo, the large black horse which he had left 
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Standing at the tavern door, was galloping towards 
him, along the road, at a furious rate, dragging after 
him the dashing sleigh, in which was seated the 
young and the lovely Barbara Howard, whose 
countenance, hut lately so tranquil and joyous, 
now expressed, in strongly marked characters, 
terror and affiight. The poor girl was screaming 
for help in a voice, which, although pitched in a high 
key, was still rich and melodious, and would have 
excited sympathy m the heart of a marble statue. 
Ichabod Allen was remarkable for his presence 
of mind in cases of great emergency, and he saw 
the whole condition of matters in an instant. His 
mode of proceeding was at once determined on. 
Collecting all his energies, he stood at the side of 
the road until the horse came up, when he caught 
him by the bit, and, exerting all his strength, (a 
property for which he was remarkable,) he tried 
to check his speed, and, at the same time, cause 
him to swerve from the track. His effort was 
completely successful. The horse, on being thus 
unexpectedly assailed, made a heavy plunge; 
then sprang to one side, where the snow was 
several feet in depth, and was easily mastered. 
But poor Barbara, not being prepared for the sud- 
den check, was thrown out at the side of the sleigh 
with considerable force, and pitched head foremost 
into an enormous snow-bank ! 
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. The situation of Barbara Howard was an 
awkward one. Indeed, it may be said that it was 
particularly awkward ; and that instincdve sense of 
delicacy, which aever abandons a woman, under 
the most trying circumstances, caused her to 
flounder about in a manner wonderful to behold ; 
inasmuch, that when Icbahod hastened to her 
assistance, he found, to his astonishment^ that she 
had disappeared, and the only indication of her 
being in that vicinity, was the convulsive trembling 
and upheaving of a mass of the congealed ele- 
ment, beneath which, after a little labor, Ichabod 
found the fair, the affrighted, the blushing Barbara 
Howard ! 

After disincumbering her of the snow^ and 
whispering a few words of comfort, the gallant 
sailor assisted the damsel into the sleigh, and seated 
himself by her side ; he turned the horse's head 
towards the tavern, and gave him the reins. Bar- 
bara felt embarrassed, and her little heart fluttered 
with a curious feeling, in which were combined plea- 
sure, mortification and anxiety. Ichabod, resting 
upon the same seat with Barbara Howard, experi- 
enced a sensation of delight, to which his bosom had 
hitherto been a stranger. But a feeling of diffi- 
dence, which most inopportunely came over him at 
the time, and for which he was puzzled to account, 
prevented tum from commenting upon the adven- 
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ture, in which both parties had figured so con- 
spicuously, and laughing the matter off as a good 
joke, as others might have done under similar cir- 
cumstances. He found means, however, to inform 
the fair maiden, in the course of the shoct ride, 
that he was a nephew of Timothy Allen's, and 
that as he intended to spend a few weeks in the 
village^ he hoped to have the happiness of seeing 
her again ere long. With a downcast look and a 
tremulous voice, she thanked him most warmly for 
his timely interference, by which she considered 
herself indebted for her life, and declared that 
gratitude alone would always make it pleasant for 
her to meet her preserver. As she said this, she 
timidly raised her eyes, and gave Ichabod such a 
look -^ a look, where archness, gratitude, confii-* 
sion, and exultation, seemed striving for the ascen- 
dancy — that for some moments the poor fellow 
hardly knew whether he stood on his head or his 
heels ! 

He recovered his faculties, however, when he 
found himself opposite the front door of the Black 
Swan, from which place, the horse being left a few 
minutes to himself, had taken a fancy ta abscond, 
and travel a liltle '^ on bis own hook ;^' but Bar-^ 
bara's screams bad led the spirited animal to sup- 
pose that dark mischief was brewing around him,, 
and he wisely resolved to get out of the way of it 
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09 quickty as possible. Sam Renwick was standi 
ing in front of the tavern, when Icbabod drove up 
to the door; and notwithstanding be bad jual 
taken a copious " drop of comfort," in the shape 
of a tumbler of flip, he looked marvellously sheep* 
ish and uncomfortable. He took the seat by the 
side of Barbara, which Ichabod reluctantly re- 
signed, but he cowered beneath the glance of 
dbpleasure which flashed hxa her eyes of blue. 
Sam Renwick felt rather unhappy, and, in order 
to gain relief, he gave Ichabod a look of defiance, 
which our hero returned with interest. Failing in 
this, he seized tbe whip, and his poor horse wafl 
doomed to feel the weight of his anger. He 
pranced, snorted, and plunged, and at l^t started 
off on a good round gallop ; conveying away at a 
rapid rate, the dashing Samuel Renwick and the 
beautiful Barbara Howard. 

Ichabod sighed as the sleigh passed over a swell 
of land, which hid it from his view ; and he then 
felt the truth of the doctrine of the enamored 
philosopher, viz. that the earth is divided into two 
parts — that where she is, and that where she is 
NOT. He again undertook to wend his lonely 
way towards the residence of his uncle Timothy, 
but he plodded along more slowly than before. "It 
could not be said of him that 

«• He whisUed as he went, for want of thought ;" 



BARBARA HOWARD. 17 

for he communed with himself after a strange fash- 
ion, and this was the nature of tho ideas which 
flitted through his brain : 

" Barbara Howard ! A pretty name, but * Bar- 
bara Alien ' sounds better. Sister Mary told me 
that I should be caught by a bright eye and a sweet 
countenance one of these days, but I did not believe 
her. And who would have thought of finding 
such a paragon of perfection away down here in 
Maine, among the woods and the rocks, and the 
rivers and lakes, which so plentifully abound? 
And how can a soul so warm and susceptible as 
shines through her dark blue eyes, exist m this cold 
and comfordess region? Is it possible that I, 
Ichabod Allen, who have gazed unmoved on the 
sylph-like forms and langu'ishing looks of the Cre- 
oles of the West-Indies ; who have noted with 
merely an approving smile, the fine proportions, 
and lustrous dark eyes of the Spanish girls of 
South America ; who have watched, without feel- 
ing a sensation stronger than admiration, the grace- 
ful movements of the lively French belles, and lis- 
tened to their nonsensical prattle ; who have re- 
sisted the coquetish arts of the voluptuous Italian, 
the gentle Dane, the good-humored Swede, and 
the stolid and simpering North Hollander ; who 
have looked on the lovely and delicate^Bridsh 
beauties, as mere animated dolls ; and upon our 
2 
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bright-eyed southern maidens, as puppets unfit for 
a sailor to play with ; is it possible that I, Ichabod 
Allen, am at last caught, fairly captivated, trapped, 
and enchanted by a little 'down-east' beauty, 
bom and brought up in the land of snow, lumber, 
wild beasts, and potatoes ? But so it is, and this 
Barbara, I know from her looks, is worthy the love 
of a prince. A Prince ! Pshaw — she is worthy 
the love of a Republican, although the Republic 
can may be a true-hearted sailor. Her face re- 
minds me of the mermaid, which, according to old 
Dick Trusseltree, used to sit on the ocean-washed 
rocks, and with its winning smiles, charm the un- 
wary mariner to his destruction ; with this differ- 
ence, that Barbara Howard, like a good spirit, cap- 
tivates to bless, not like an evil spirit, to destroy. 
And then her figure, so slight, so neat, so trim- 
built ! — as graceful in the bow, as symmetrical in 
the waist, and as clean in the run, as a Baltimore 
Clipper ! The sight of this girl is enough to cap- 
size the equanimity of any philosopher, who ever 
wore a blue jacket, or had been well soaked in 
salt water." 

Ichabod Allen, after suffering his thoughts to run 
on in this wild stram for some time, came to the con- 
clusion, just as he arrived at his uncle's door, that he 
was over-head and ears in love ; and in this opinion, 
we doubt not, our readers will heartily concur. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE DECLARATION — THE ACCEPTANCE. 

That love is a curious and mysterious tUing) 
doubtless many of my readers can testify, for there 
are very few so fortunate, or unfortunate, as the 
case may be, as to reach the prime of life^ without 
having experienced, in a greater or a less degree, 
the nature of what the French call the " grande 
passion." This love is no respecter of persons^ 
neither ; but persons of all classes, all conditions, 
and all occupations are alike subject to its influence. 
The effect which it often produces on the charac- 
ter and conduct of an individual, is indeed won* 
derful. An enamored swain labors under a species 
of infatuation, a monomania, of a singular descrip- 
tion. His reasoning powers seem to be paralyzed. 
He believes the object of his attachment to be the 
type of perfection, and that nothing ill can dwell 
within a shrine so rich. Hope points to a golden 
vista in the future, spangled with joys, such as 
mortal never experienced ; a landscape opens on 
his view, embellished with all the beauties of na- 
ture and art, while not a cloud appears above the 
horizon. This is a happy period of one's life, yet 
it is one which all are desirous to shorten, although 
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experience often proves that with marriage the 
roses sometimes disappear, and leave only thorns 
behind. We once heard an old "web-footed" 
friend, who was notoriously hen-pecked, honestly 
declare, that he " fell in love " in the days of his 
youth, during which time he acted like a fool, and 
saw opening upon him, in the haven of matrimony^ 
the most ravbhing visions of delight ; he was wed- 
ded to a divinity in mortal form. But the poor 
fellow soon found out, to his mortification and 
chagrin, that it would have been better to have 
fallen overboard, when the ship was scudding un* 
der bare poles ten knots in a gale of wind, than to 
have fallen in love. Such, however, is not always 
the result of falling in love. Indeed, I have known 
some very clever fellows, who had sound and sub- 
stantial reasons ibr regarding the act of falling in 
love, as the wisest and luckiest incident in their 
lives. 

Ichabod Allen was received by his old and ex- 
cellent uncle Timothy, and his kind-hearted aunt 
Tabitha, with true hospitality. They rejoiced to 
see their nephew beneath their roof, and resolved 
to omit nothing on their part, which should make 
his stay in AUensville agreeable, or tempt him to 
visit them again. His cousins, too, especially the 
girls, although rather shy at first, admired his 
irankness, good humor, and manly bearing, and se- 
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cretly determined to aid and abet their parents in 
their praise-worthj design of extending a cordial 
greeting to the stranger. Ichabod soon found him- 
self not only among relations, but among friends ; 
and in a short time was chatting as familiarly and 
as pleasantly, as if he were among his brothers and 
sisters, by the side of his father's hearth-stone. 

He soon acquainted the good folks with his ad- 
venture at the Black Swan, and of his good for- 
tune in rescuing from danger one of the loveliest 
creatures whom he had ever seen. His frankness, 
which formed a distinguishing trait in his character, 
prevented him from concealing from his cousins, 
especially the girls, for their perception of these 
matters is keener than that of the other sex, his 
admiration of the charms of Barbara Howard. In- 
deed, any person who was not a mere novice in the 
delicate affairs of the heart, would have seen that 
poor Ichabod Allen was entangled in a net, which 
has captured many of the wisest and best of human 
beings ; that he was hooked and harpooned by 
that inveterate and most successful fisherman, 
Cupid. 

In answer to the inquiries which Ichabod eagerly 
made in relation to the fair maiden, whose chains 
he seemed not only willing, but eager and proud to 
wear, he learned that Barbara Howard was the 
only daughter of a very worthy widow, who lived 
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a short distance from his uncle's domicil, that her 
mother had spared no pains or expense in the edu- 
cation of her daughter ; had sent her a whole year 
to a fashionable academy in a distant town ; and 
that since her return, with a finished education, she 
had been the envy of half the belles, and the ad- 
miration of all the beaux in AUensville and vi- 
cinity. 

They might have added with truth, that Barbara 
Howard was the beautiful, but spoiled child of a 
weak and indulgent mother, who had neglected 
that most important of a mother's duties, viz., to 
train the moml faculties of her child, and instil into 
her mind the precepts of wisdom and truth. Bar- 
bara's disposition was naturally uncommonly amia- 
ble ; she was lively, good-humored, and fond of 
amusement ; but she had been petted, flattered, 
and indulged, until her better qualities were 
shrouded under a dense cloud of vanity. She be- 
lieved herself accomplished ; she knew that she 
was beautiful, and that her appearance and manners 
were in the highest degree captivating ; and hei 
favorite study was the art of angling for hearts, in 
which she became an adept; and her greatest 
enjoyment was in receiving the homage of her nu- 
merous adorers. 

The academy at which the finishing touch had 
been given to her education, was celebrated for its 
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excellence, and for the wonderful quantity of use- 
ful and ornamental knowledge, which the precep- 
tress, Miss Sophia Popkins, and her three assist- 
ants, in an incredibly short space of time, instilled 
into the minds of the pupils. Barbara acquired at 
that seminary in one short year, an astonishing va- 
riety of knowledge, which gave her a vast superi- 
ority over those of her youthful companions who 
had never enjoyed similar advantages. At Miss 
Popkins's popular seminar}', she learned to draw, 
and to paint with water-colors ; and the front par- 
lor of her mother's mansion contained several orna- 
ments strikingly illustrative of Barbara's wonderful 
taste, genius and skill in the fine arts. One large 
picture with a richly gilded frame, hung over the 
mantel- piece, and attracted the attention and com- 
manded the admiration of every stranger who en- 
tered the room. It was truly a remarkable pro- 
duction, and reflected credit on the instructor and 
the pupil ; although, to confess the truth, it would 
have puzzled the brain of a virtuoso to decide 
whether the object which the fair artist designed to 
portray, was a Savoy cabbage, a damask rose, or 
an enraged cock-turkey ! Barbara was also in- 
structed in the French language, at Miss Popkins's 
academy, an accomplishment at that time pos- 
sessed by but few of our country girls ; and she 
had reached such a degree of proficiency, that, in- 
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credible as it may seem, she could ask the question 
^^ parlez V0U8 francaise V^ mth all the readiness^ 
if not with the correct pronunciation, of a Parisian 
^^ demoiselle." And then the ologies, which Bar- 
bara studied at this justly celebrated institution, in 
one short year, would form a catalogue too long to 
be conveniently published at present — to say 
nothing of Natural and Moral Philosophy, History, 
Astronomy, and Chemistry. And besides all this, 
she learned at this excellent institution to read 
novels, talk of Shakspeare, quote Lord Byron, and 
keep an album ! — and what more towards a good 
education could any young lady desire ? 

With all these advantages it is not a matter of 
wonder that Barbara Howard, when she returned 
to her native village, arrayed, besides, in all the 
charms of youth and beauty, created quite a sensa- 
tion, and made sad havoc among the hearts of the 
young men, who had begun to think of the impor- 
tant subject of selecting a partner for life. Her 
first appearance at church caused quite a flutter 
among the younger portion of the congregation, and 
before a fortnight had elapsed, several beautiful 
damsels, by the desertion of their swains, had cause 
to weep over the fickleness of man's afiection. 

Barbara was soon the belle of Aliensville. This, 
in the eyes of the young ladies of that place, who 
longed to see her married, exiled, or buried, they 



BARBAEA HOWARD; 25 

Irardly cared which, was bad enough ; but what 
was worse, she seemed determined to remain so ! 
She found the incense which was o^red at her 
shrine from a throng of worshippers, to be partic- 
ularly grateful ; and having a spice of coquetry in 
her composition, which, indeed, few pretty women 
are without, she so distributed her smiles and favors 
as to captivate whoever she wished, and to make 
her slaves hug their chains with transport, too, 
eacK one believing himself the lucky suitor who 
had made a lodgment in her heart, and was in a 
fair way of realizing his hopes of happiness. The 
forsaken girls^ meanwhile, awaited with no little 
degree of impatience and curiosity, the denouement 
of this singular state of things, which they devoutly 
hoped could not be far off; and the older and the 
censorious of both sexes, in the village, who professed 
to know something of the character and ways of 
women, and who are apt to judge too severely of 
the conduct of others, regarded Barbara as a beau- 
tiful and merry, but cold-hearted and sel6sh co- 
quette, who cherished a morbid thirst for admira- 
tion, and who loved no individual half so heartily 
as her own dear self. 

Such was the state of af&irs in the town of Al- 
lensvillc, at the time when our hero visited that 
place ; and such was the girl who had captivated 
the heart of Ichabod Allen. He saw her fre^ 
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quently, and soon became one of her most devoted 
admirers ; and was treated by her with more kind* 
ness, with more semblance of affecUon, than the 
celebrated belle of AUensville had ever before ex- 
hibited to any of her lovers. Since the affair of 
the sleigh-ride, Sam Renwick had evidently fallen 
m her estimation. Although the only son of a 
good citizen, he was an idle fellow, with the tastes 
of a horse-jockey, and the habits of a spendthrift* 
Jonas Sanderson invariably treated him with much 
politeness, and eagerly looked forward to the time 
when the Squire's son would become one of his 
best customers. 

Ichabod pressed his suit with so much energy 
and apparent success, that the rest of Barbara's 
admirers seemed half inclined to abandon the pur- 
suit in despair. Half of bis time was spent at the 
widow Howard's, or in attending Barbara to par- 
ties and sleigh-rides. Some of the old folks began 
to think that the young sailor, after all, was des- 
tined to win and wear the brightest flower of Al- 
lensville. But aunt Tabitha, on listening to these 
predictions, shook her head, and intimated that she 
neither expected nor wished such a result ; that she 
could not be brought to believe that a marriage be- 
tween Ichabod Allen and Barbara Howard would 
ever take place ; but if it did, she feared it would 
never prove a happy one ; for Barbara, she con«^ 
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tended, was too fond of admiration for a sailor's 
wife, and loved herself too well to administer to the 
happiness of another. There were others, however, 
who thought it would be a capital match ; and that 
Barbara Howard, with her beauty, vivacity, good- 
humor, and accomplishments, would be just the 
wife for the manly-looking, noble-hearted Ichabod 
Allen, who generally contrived to make himself a 
favorite, wherever he went. 

Ichabod's stay at Allensville, much to his regret, 
was limited. The time when he should depart to 
join the good ship Tantarabogus, was at hand, and 
yet Barbara had said nothing, which, on close ex- 
amination, he could construe into anything like 
an acceptance of his urgent suit. It is true, she 
gave him what is usually termed encouragement, in 
abundance ; she laughed and romped with him, 
and suffered him to talk to her of love. She also 
seemed to love him, but she had never told him so. 

One afternoon, Ichabod, with a countenance 
rather more serious than was usual with him, sought 
Barbara Howard at her mother's dwelling. He 
found her snugly seated on the sofa in the front 
parlor, and much to his surprise and dissatisfaction, 
tete-a-^tete with Sam Renwick, a man whom he 
detested as heartily as it was in his nature to de- 
test any one. Sam was fashionably dressed, and 
evidently had set his heart on conquest. He had 
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on a swallow-tailed coat, the skirts of which were 
of surprisingly small dimensions ; and he wore a 
peaked shirt collar that entirely covered the lower 
part of his ill-favored visage. The bosom frill of 
his shirt was enormous ; it surpassed in magnifi- 
cence any thing of the kind ever seen in AUens- 
ville ; and to his gold watch chain were appended 
a collection of seals which were pf a goodly sizCj 
and glittered like ornaments of real gold. When Ich« 
abod entered the room, the parties were apparently 
on the best terms with each other, and in excellent 
spirits. But both blushed, and seemed a little dis-» 
composed at the entrance of the young sailor. Re-* 
plying to Sam's salute with a stiff bow, Ichabod took 
a seat near the fire, and exhibited an unusual degree 
of taciturnity. Sam Renwick, finding matters rather 
dull, and not to his taste, took up his bell-crowned 
hat, and bowing low to Ichabod, and smiling on 
Barbara, at the same time tipping her a knowing 
wink, for which piece of impudent familiarity Icha- 
bod would gladly have knocked him down, de- 
parted. 

** Barbara," said Ichabod, drawing his chair to- 
wards her, and taking her hand, " I have heard 
news from Boston, which will render it necessary 
for me to leave Aliens ville to-morrow. The Tan- 
tarabogus has commenced taking in her cargo, and 
in a few days will be ready for sea. 
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" So soon !" exclaiixxed the maiden ; ^* O, do 
not say that you are going to leave AUensville so 
soon. This is an evil which I was not prepared 
for." 

^' Barbara ! I must bid you farewell this eve- 
ning, as the stage leaves the Black Swan at an 
early hour in the morning ; and I shall not proba- 
bly see you again for many months. But it is 
necessary for my peace of mind, that we should 
have some serious conversation before we part. 
Let us fully understand each other, Barbara. You 
know full well that I entertain an affection for you 
as strong as man can cherish towards woman. I 
have sometimes thought that my feelings were re- 
ciprocated, and that I might look forward with 
hope to the blissful hour when I could call you 
mine for life. Perhaps I have been deceived, per- 
haps I am the victim of an illusion.'' 

She gave him a look of tenderness and reproach, 
and he saw a tear standing in the comer of her 
eye. A tear is the most potent weapon a woman 
can use, and Barbara knew it, and Ichabod felt it. 
He went on : ^ 

<< I wish you, Barbara, to explain with frank- 
ness, the state of your feelings towards me. I 
knowiny own unworthiness, and what litde right I 
have to expect to draw such a prize in the lottery 
of life. But you have always treated me with a 
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degree of kindness, which induced me to think that 
you might forgive mj presumption in aspiring to 
your hand/' 

" What would you have me say ?" murmured 
Barbara. 

" Say that you will be mine." 

Barbara blushed, gave Ichabod another witch- 
ing look, and was silent. 

'*At least," resumed Ichabod, "allow me to 
write you during my absence." 

"I shall always be rejoiced to hear of your wel- 
fare by any means," replied Barbara* 

" And if an opportunity ofiers, will you write 
me in return ?" asked Ichabod. 

'^ Perhaps I will," said Barbara, m a low and 
tremulous voice, but her smile said more than her 
words, and carried comfort to the heart of Ichabod 
Allen. 

'^ And now, Barbara, I wish you to accept this 
ring as a memento of the affection of a true- 
hearted sailor, of one who regards you as his affi- 
anced bride. May it prove a talisman to guard 
you fix)m every ill ; and when it meets your eye, 
may the remembrance of the donor carry joy to 
your bosom." 

Barbara said nothing, but continued to look un- 
utterable things. She permitted her lover to put 
the ring on her finger. 
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Poor Ichabod ! His triumph was, now complete* 
The girl he loved had accepted his suit, and he 
seemed to move in an atmosphere of bliss. That 
evening was the happiest of his life, notwithstand- 
ing his departure from Allensville was so closely at 
hand ; and before he returned to his uncle*s hos- 
pitable mansion, he had succeeded in also obtain- 
ing from his charmer a gage of love, in the shape of 
beautiful watch-paper, the manufacture of her own 
fair hands, and which she had originally designed 
for another, and a very different swain, Sam Ren- 
wick ! 

Barbara had no intention of deceiving Ichabod 
AUfen. She really preferred him to any of her 
suitors, and doubtless loved him at the time as well 
as she was capable of loving ; and if he had not 
left her at the very commencement of the betrothal, 
as it were, but had remained near her, visited her 
often, and bestowed upon her those kind and en- 
dearing attentions, which seem so necessary to the 
happiness of some young ladies, who are conscious 
of their superior charms, she would probably have 
married Ichabod Allen in preference to any of her 
suitors ; and as she really possessed many excel- 
lent qualities, the marriage might have been happy. 
But our hero's good or evil destiny caused him to 
leave her, with an expectation of being absent 
many dreary months ; and so ■ but I am antici- 
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patiDg. The result of his love affiiir with Barbara 
Howard will appear in Chapter III. of this verita- 
ble story. 

At an early hour on the morning after Ichabod 
had declared his love, and gained the ^' slow con- 
sent" of the bright-eyed beauty to become hb 
bride at a future day, he entered the stage-sleigh^ 
the driver cracked his whip^ and hey, fi>r Boston^ 



CHAPTER UK 

THE DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Ichabod arrived safely in Boston, and without 
delay joined his ship, which sailed in about a week 
on a distant voyage. Previous to his departure he 
wrote a long letter to Barbara, in which he poured 
out his whole soul. This letter would be an ex- 
cellent pattern for novices in those matters, and we 
would gladly lay it in full before our readers, if we 
had retained our copy, which unfortunately has 
mysteriously vanished from our possession. Suf- 
fice it to say, that it contained a faithfiil transcript 
of his feelings, was replete witli vows of ever-dur- 
ing affection ; and, indeed, was every thing which 
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a love-letter should be. And some few of our 
readers may haply imagine his transports, when, 
on the day previous to his departure, he took a let- 
ter from the Boston Post-Office, which was post- 
marked <^ AUensville." The device on the seal was 
two handsy grasping each other ; the motto, '^ We 
will never part/' and the superscription was in 
" her own dear hand-writing." This letter, we 
have been credibly informed, was also a model of 
a love-letter, and contained various intimations of 
lasting attachment, couched in very proper, cau- 
tious, and maiden-like terms, but yet of a character 
to confirm his wildest hopes of happiness. Barbara 
concluded the kind epistle by enjoining upon Icha- 
bod to avoid, for her sake, all unnecessary peril ; 
and assured him that she should look forward with 
impatience to the thrice-happy hour of his return. 
Oh, Barbara ! 

Ichabod sailed in the good ship Tantarahogus^^ 
and entered upon lus various duties with increased 
energy and spirit. The image of Barbara Howard 
was constantly in his <^ mind's eye." He con- 
ceived that her beauty, her purity, and her truth, 
allied her to beings of a character superior to mor- 
tals, who were met with in the every-day walks of 
life. And while pacing the quarter-deck in the 
silent watches of the night, while the gallant ship, 
with every sail set to catch the glorious breeze^^ 

a 



84 BABBABA HOWARD* 

{massed onward through the deep, leaving a foaming 
track behind) he was often heard humming to 
hinaself, 



** A sweet little cherub sits up aloft, 
To keep watch for the life of poor Jack. 



»> 



That sweet little cherub, we need not say, was, 
according to Ichabod's version of the song, Barbara 
Howard ! H^ began also to cherish a better opin- 
ion of himself than was his wont to do. He re- 
garded himself no longer as a mere unit in crea- 
tion, but as linked to another, a nobler, and a 
brighter being; and more than once during the 
voyage, he was heard to speak in praise of matri- 
mony, add to denounce old bachelors in language 
of scorn and contempt. Oh, Ichabod ! 

In good time the ship Tantarabogus having per- 
formed her voyage, returned to the port of Boston ; 
and Ichabod, as an especial favor, obtained permis- 
sion of the owners to absent himself for a week ; 
the first officer, who, by the way, had been mar- 
ried several years, kindly promising to remain by 
the ship in the meantime. Our hero took his place 
in the mail stage, his heart beating high with ex- 
pectation and joy, and after a jolting ride of a 
couple of days, during which time he erroneously 
imagined that the drivers were a sleepy, lazy set of 
fellows, and that the legs of the horses were para- 
lyzed| he reached Allensville in safety^ 
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As Ichabod got out of the stage-coach^ when k 
drew up opposite the Black Swan, his eyes gleamed 
with pleasure, and his whole frame trembled with 
emotion. He looked around him, and recalled to 
mind the adventure which j5rst introduced him* to 
the acquaintance of Barbara Howard. It was ob 
the veiy spot where he now stood, that he first be- 
held the charming girl, and he could see the cross* 
load, and the stunted ash tree, which marked the 
place where he rescued her from an imminent dan* 
ger. Dreaming of golden joys, and impatient to 
clasp to his heart his betrothed, he hastily entered 
the bar-rooiii to leave some directions relating to 
his baggage. Here he encountered the rubicund 
visage of the jovial host, who was evidently well 
primed with the " generous liquor." 

" Ah, Mr. Allen !" said Squire Sanderson, " I 
am truly glad to see you this way again, and look* 
ing so well, too. I suppose you have come on to 
be present at the wedding. What are you going 
to take after your ride ?" 

" Wedding I" exclaimed Ichabod, " What ! is 
my fair cousin Anne about to be married to Charles 
Wilson ? I am glad of it with all my heart. She 
is a good girl, and Charles will make her an ex- 
cellent husband. When does the ceremony take 
place?'' 

'^Yoiir cousin Anne? No^I don't mean hen 
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She b in a fair way, and will be married in good 
time, I dare say. But I am speaking of Barbara 
Howard, who is allowed by every body to be the 
prettiest girl in Allensville." 

" Barbara Howard !" faintly exclaimed Icha- 
bod, with a face as white as a sheet. 

" Yes, Barbara Howard ! You surely recollect 
her. The blooming beauty that lives with her 
mother in the white house with green blinds, at the 
fi)ot of Primrose hill. Why, man, she used to be 
a flame of yours, and at one time every body 
thought that you wanted to marry her yourself.*' 

Poor Ichabod 1 He was but little versed in ^Ae 
ways of woman, and the possibility of the incon- 
stancy of Barbara Howard had never crossed his 
mind. The blow was a cruel one. The vision of 
bliss, like a magical delusion, had passed away, 
and stem disappointment had chilled his heart 
with her magic wand. He staggered to a seat, 
and some minutes elapsed before he oould muster 
resolution and strength to inquire who ytas the for- 
tunate man selected by Barbara to lead her to the 
nuptial altar. , 

<^ Oh, he 's a fine fellow !" said Jonas Sanderson. 
" One who well deserves his good fortune. But 
you surely must remember Sam Renwick ; one of 
the most promising young men in Allensville. He 
can mix ft glass of ^n toddy with as much skill as 
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, myself, who served at the business before he was 
bom. Aye, and he can toss it off, too, after it is 
mixed, with the grace and manner of a gentleman; 
Their publishment was out last Sunday, and they 
are to be married to-morrow. O, it is a grand 
match. Sam and Barbara will make a fine 
eouple; a dashing couple. Perhaps you would 
like to drink to their good health." 

This was enough. And so, Barbara Howard, 
whose youth; beauty, grace, and vivacity were re- 
garded by Ichabod as constituting by no means her 
chief merits, but as a guarantee of her constancy 
and tmth, had proved false to her promise, had re* 
jected the disinterested offer of his hand, and was 
about to bestow herself upon a worthless, dissipated 
fellow, who had nothing to recommend him but a 
respectable, yet fond and foolish father, fine horses, 
and fine clothes ! 

O ye, who are skilled in unravelling and explain-* 
ing the mysterious workings of woman's heart, tell 
me, if ye can, why it is that a fair damsel will often 
treat with coldness and indifference, the attentions 
of a good looking and a worthy man, and place 
her affections on a harum-scarum, good-for-nothing 
vagabond, who, if he met with his deserts, would 
be treated not with neglect merely, but with scorn 
and contempt by everj' virtuous woman ? We are 
reluctantly compelled to declare that Barbara re« 
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seroUed many of her sex in this particular^ as wdl 
as in many others ; and the persevering Sam Ren- 
wick caused her to prove false to her first love, and 
bestow upon him her sweetest smiles, not by an 
exhibition of superior merit, but by cutting a great 
dash, by talking and laughing loudly, by lying im- 
pudently, wearing elegant and fashionable gar- 
ments, being a first-rate whip, and driving with 
great skill, a tandem team. Such were the potent 
spells which charmed away the heart of Barbara 
Howard ! 

Ichabod Allen was a young man (^ sense. The 
news which he had just heard, had inflicted a se- 
vere wound on his pride as well as his affecUons. 
But he communed with himself, and soon came to 
the satisfactory conclusion that he had been labor- 
ing under a delusion, and was egregiously mistaken 
in his estimate of the character of Barbara Howard. 
His reason told him that a girl who could so soon 
ixget her vows of afiection. and her obligations of 
duty, was undeserving of his love ; and instead of 
lamenting his disappointment as a sad misfortune, 
he ought to congratulate himself on his lucky 
escape. But a hard struggle took place within 
him, and it required the exertion of all his philoso- 
phy and fortitude to bring him to regard the matter 
io this, its true light. 

<< And so the marriage will take place tonnor- 
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row !'' said Ichabod to hiifiself. " I will see the 
fiuthless giri once more, listen to her justiOcation, if 
she has any, express my opinion of her conduct 
freely, wish her a happy marriage, and then return 
to Boston. In the faithful fulfilment of the duties 
of my calling, I will endeavor to forget this singular 
chapter in the book of life, or to regard it only as 
an unpleasant dream." 

Ichabod Allen was always prompt in executing 
any resolution which he had formed, and in five 
minutes after he had conceived the bold determi-* 
nation of visiting " la belle Barbara," he was on his 
way to Mrs. Howard's mansion. Although his 
heart was a prey to mortification and sorrow, his 
step was firm, and his features, to a casual observer, 
would have exhibited no semblance of mental an- 
guish. His walk recalled to his mind many events, 
with which he had been accustomed to connect the 
most pleasing associations. Such was no longer 
the case. He no longer looked back on the past 
with pride and satisfaction, but with chagrin ; and 
when he passed the spot where Barbara had been 
entombed in the snow-bank, he actually shud- 
dered. 

On reaching Mrs. Howard's door, Ichabod did 
not feel inclined to observe any unnecessary cere- 
mony, but entered without knocking. Barbara 
was in the adjoining parlor, m conversation with 
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some one, and her loud and merry laugh, to which, 
in happier times, he had often listened with de- 
light, rang through the lower apartments. I like a 
good hearty laiigh ; there is no better receipt for 
removing from the brain the cobwebs of anxiety. 
And no music sounds sweeter to the well tuned ear, 
than the merry laugh of a pretty and a worthy 
woman, especially if she possesses enough of intel- 
ligence to laugh in the right time and place. 

But this laugh of Barbara's must have been ill- 
timed. In no other way can I account for the ef- 
fect it produced on our hero. It neither raised his 
spirits nor excited his mirth. Indeed, it caused a 
frown to ruffle his brow, and with a gesture of im- 
patience he 6pened the parlor door, and found him- 
self in the presence of the laughing Barbara How- 
ard, and the promising youth, Sam Renwick, who, 
the next day, was to lead the maiden a blushing 
bride to the altar. Ichabod's appearance could 
not have been more malapropos^ for at the mo- 
ment he entered the room, the lovers were talking 
and laughing over the anticipated bridal ceremonies, 
and concerting schemes for their future happiness ; 
but if a bomb-shell had descended through the roof, 
it could not have produced a more appalling effect 
upon their minds than was occasioned by the abrupt 
entrance of the young sailor. Their mirth was 
changed to constematbn. 
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• Ichabod Allen stood before the young couple, 
firm in the consciousness of his rectitude and truth, 
and Barbara, aware that she had treated him un* 
generously, unjustly, and cruelly ; aware that she 
bad wantonly scorned and trampled on a heart, the 
ofier of which would have reflected honor on the 
proudest lady in the land, met his keen gaze, with 
a look of confusion, of humiliation, which would 
have almost excited the pity of a by-stander. A 
full sense of the impropriety of her conduct rushed 
upon her mind, and almost overwhelmed her; and 
along with it came the terrible suspicion, amount* 
ing almost to a conviction, that she had cast aside 
the gold with contempt, and hugged the dross to 
her heart. She then felt within her inmost soul, 
that she had acted wrong ; had unthinkingly 
perilled her own happiness, and destroyed the hap* 
piness of a being who loved her ; who would have 
cherished her through weal and through woe ; 
through the calms and the tempests of life. But 
she knew that the hour of atonement was passed ; 
that her errors, of the head or of the heart, could 
not be retrieved ; that she had mixed the cup with 
her own hands, and whether the mixture was bitter 
or sweet, was honey or gall, it must be drank to the 
last drop. And it was the consciousness of this, 
which made her shrink, as it were, within herself, 
when the graceful form of the man whom she had 
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injured appeared before her ; which banbhed the 
bloom from her cheeks, and stamped on her fea^ 
tures the marks of the most poignant distress. She 
was by the side of her chosen one, her rich bridal 
costume and oraaments were around her, the day 
of her nuptials was at hand, and youth, health and 
beauty were her portion ; but at that moment, she 
would have exchanged conditbns with the roost 
miserable being, who walks the earth, provided she 
could have been relieved from that deep, heart- 
searing feeling of remorse, of shame, which almost 
invariably attends a sense of guilt. 

Ichabod witnessed her embarrassment with feel* 
ings of surprise, and the generous sailor could not 
again behold unmoved those exquisite charms which 
had captivated bis heart. His indignation subsided 
into pity. He saw that the triumph was his ; but 
he was of a nature too noble to triumph over the 
fallen. 

" Miss Howard," said he, with a stately bow, af- 
ter an awkward pause, " I beg you will excuse my 
abrupt entrance into your apartments. I feel now 
that 1 had no right to intrude on your privacy ; but 
the atonement shall be made ; and you may rest 
assured that the ofience shall never be repeated. I 
came not to reproach you, but to learn from your 
own lips the confirmation of a report, whk^h, only 
within the last hour, has reached my ears. Bat it 
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IS no longer necessary ; abundant evidence of its 
truth is now before me and around me. Baibara," 
continued be, and he stepped forward, and,forgetting 
or disregarding the presence of Sam Renwick, again. 
took that little delicate hand in bis as he spoke, 
•* farewell ! I would have devoted my life to your 
happiness, but it is otherwise ordered. You have 
selected another to protect, and guide, and cbeiish 
you in your pilgrimage through life. I hope you 
have chosen wisely. May the man of your choice 
never lead you astray, or cause you a pang of un- 
happiness. Farewell^ Barbara ! May heaven bless 
you !" 

Barbara spoke not. She covered her face with 
her hands, and her deep sobs showed that a chord 
had been touched, which vibrated through her 
soul! 

Sam Renwick bad risen from his seat on the 
entrance of Ichabod. He was rather taken aback, 
at first, but his natural impudence, of which he had 
an inexhaustible stock, came to bis aid ; besides 
which, he bad patronized the Black Swan that very 
afternoon, and was not in a humor to give way to 
any one. He witnessed with anger the scene we 
have just described, and when he saw his former 
rival grasp the hand of his affianced bride, and 
address her in language which brought tears to her 
eyes, his indignation could hardly be controlled ; 
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and it was still iDcreased by the course pursued by 
Ichabod in relation to him, Sam Renwick, as the 
young sailor, by his conduct, did not seem to be 
aware that there was any other person, save Bar- 
bara, in the room. This affectionate conduct 
towards Barbara, and contemptuous treatment of 
hiiiiself, Sam regarded as an insult which could not 
be forgiven by an honorable man ; and as Ichabod 
turned away, and retired from the apartment, Sam 
Renwick followed him to the door, and in a fiirious 
tone, demanded of Ichabod what he meant by 
thrusting his company where it was not wanted, 
and insulting a young lady, who was under his 
protection. 

Sam Renwick was noted for a quarrelsome dis- 
position, especially when in his cups ; and at such 
times, had performed several valorous exploits, 
which had caused him to be looked upon as a sort 
of a bully. But his conduct in relation to Ichabod, 
was not commendable for its wisdom. Indeed, he 
was at all times more distinguished for his fix>lish, 
than his wise actions ; although bis taste, so far as 
beauty was concerned, could not be questioned by 
any one, who had beheld the charms of Barbara 
Howard. 

Ichabod was not in a mood for bandying words 
with any one ; and towards Sam Renwick especially, 
be did not feel particularly amiable. However^ 
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after a short struggle, he succeeded in repressing 
bis feelings, and merely told his successful rival, 
sternly, that he did not consider himself responsible 
to him for his conduct, and should therefore decline 
entering into any explanation. 

Ichabod passed out at the front door, and was 
about retracing his steps toward the Black Swan, 
when Sam Renwick, whose combative propensities 
seemed to have been marvellously excited, sprang 
forward, and seized the young sailor by the collar, 
at the same time declaring with an oath, thai; he 
would have an apology, and that one was also due 
to the lady whom he had insulted. 

Ichabod indignantly shook ofif his rival's grasp, 
as if contamination lurked in his touch ; but his 
teeth were set, and his hand was firmly clenched, as 
with a tone of assumed njildness, he told him that 
he was always ready to apologise to a gentleman, 
when he was wrong ; and to a lady, whether he 
was right or wrong ; but that he owed no apology 
to him, Sam Renwick, and advised him as a friend, 
to return to the house, and suffer him to pursue 
his way in peace. Ichabod, with a magnanimity 
not often equalled, wished to avoid a personal 
contest with the accepted suitor of tlie woman he 
had loved. 

But Sam Renwick, who began to suspect that 
Ichabod was deficient in courage^ and who had, 
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long owed the handsome sailor a grudge, was 
determined upon a fight. He told Ichabod, in a 
¥^ce loud with passion, that if he would not 
apologise, there was no more to be said ; and he 
should proceed to give him a sound threstung 
fiMthwith. He accordingly threw himself into an 
attitude, and made a blow at our hero, which might 
have incommoded him somewhat, provided it had 
taken effect ; but Ichabod, who was no novice m 
the art of self-defence, caught the blow adroitly on 
his left arm, and forgetting his respect for Barbara's 
destined husband, returned it with all the force of 
his muscular right arm. The blow took full effect 
upon the nasal protuberance, which is always seen 
jutting forth in the centre of a well-regulated 
visage, and the absence of which is generally 
regarded by the fastidious, as fatal to personal 
beauty. The goodly promontory on Sam Ren- 
wick's face was nearly demolished ; he was 
thrown some paces backwards, with surprising 
velocity, as if he had been ejected from a huge 
catapulta, such as the Romans used with which to 
batter down the forts of their enemies, and fell 
with violence to the ground ! Ichabod knew that 
the poor fellow had not received any injury which 
would endanger his life, and passed quietly on his 
way towards the Black Swan, having left with his 
quarrelsome rival, as a wedding present, a flattened 
loose, and two magnificent black-eyes. 
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Ichabod that evening visited his kind relationSi 
but declined their pressing invitations to tarry sora^ 
weeks, or even days, at their hospitable abode* 
The next morning he took the stage««oach, on his 
return to Boston. As the stage passed along the 
road which winded around the base of Primrose 
Hill, he thought of Barbara Howard. " This is 
her wedding day," said he, " but it is impossible 
that her marriage with that worthless fellow should 
prove happy. I am mistaken in his character, if 
he does not turn out to be a spendthrift and a 
drunkard ; a disgrace and a plague to all who are 
30 unhappy as to be connected with him, by ties 
of duty or relationship. Barbara, I much fear, 
has made a foolish choice, and is destined to weep 
the bitter teais of regret, for the course which she 
has pursued." 



CHAPTER IV. 
THE BLACK SWAN TAVERN. 

It was about twelve years after the events which 
I have recorded in the last chapter of this tale, 
that a handsome chaise, drawn by a spirited borse^ 
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was seen, one gloomy afternoon in November, 
ascending a gentle eminence which overlooked the 
town of Allensville. In the chaise was seated a 
good-looking gentleman, apparently in the prime 
of life. His features bore the impress of kindness 
and intelligence ; an air of thoughtfulness sat not 
ungracefully upon his brow; and his bronzed 
coiiiplexion denoted that he had been a wanderer 
in other climes. Thb traveler was Ichabod Allen. 
Since I last introduced him to my readers, he 
had visited many distant countries, and bad passed 
through a variety of adventures by sea and by 
land. But he had always been honest, prudent, 
and industrious, and success had crowned his 
undertakings. For several years he had com« 
manded and in part owned a fine ship belonging to 
a southern port ; he was respected for his probity 
and energy of character ; and had accumulated a 
handsome property. He had never married. The 
image of Barbara Howard, whose bewitching 
charms had caught his youthful fancy, was deeply 
engraven on his heart — too deeply to be obliterated, 
even by the hand of Time. She had deceived 
him ; had wounded his affections, had mortified his 
pride ; but he had determined never to be again 
deceived by woman, and seldom sought the com- 
pany of the sex. Thus influenced by disappoint- 
ment in life's early morn, he devoted himself to his 
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business, and relinquished one of the purest and 
most exquisite enjoyments which this woild aflbrds^ 
the society of intelligent and virtuous womaQ. 

Ichabod knew but little of what had taken phice 
at Allensville for a number of years. He had 
heard that Sam Renwick and Barbara Howard 
were wedded, and he sought to learn no more. 
Letters from his friends had informed him of the 
death of his uncle Timothy, and of the sabse- 
quenjt sale of the estate, and the removal of his 
aunt and a portion of the family, to a town on the 
Penobscot river. 

Captain Allen sold his ship, and determined to 
abandon a nautical life. He settled his business at 
the South, and returned to Boston, with an inten- 
tion to engage in commercial pursuits. The sight 
of the well-remembered wharves ; of State Street, 
with its crowds of merchants and busy speculators ; 
of the Common, and the State House, all forcibly 
conjured up the remembrance of former times^ 
when everything around him wore a roseate hue ; 
when his heart, cheered by hope^ was the abode of 
joy and gladness. He thought of Allensville^ 
and, a few days after he returned, he resolved to 
indulge a whim, which had suddenly seized him^ 
to revisit once more the place where he had passed 
some of the happiest hours of bis lif^ ; a place 
where he had also been compelled to drink the 
4 
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bitter cup of disappointment. Time, although it 
had dealt kindly with him, had materially changed 
his appearance ; and he knew that few persona 
would recognise the smooth-cheeked and almost 
beardless stripling of former years, in the well-knit 
fiame and weather-beaten features of the man, who 
now stood befixre tliem. Tiie resolutbn was no 
sooner conceived than it was executed. He hired 
a horse and chaise, and in' a few hours was on his 
way to Allensville. 

When Captain Allen reached the summit of the 
hill we have mentioned, he stopped his horse^ 
and directed his gaze towards the village which 
he so well remembered. But he was struck 
with astonishment at the change whkh had been 
produced in a few years. Allensville was na 
longer a village, but a populous town. The magic 
hand of improvement had been at work. Streets 
had been laid out in various directions ; and blocks 
of neat and substantial brick and wooden buildings 
had been erected in every street. The spires of 
two new meeting-bouses were seen in the distance ; 
ajid a large three-story " hotel " completely 
eclipsed all the glories of the once famous '' Black 
Swan" tavern. Ichabod looked eagerly for the 
house of the widow Howard, which was the 
theatre where some of the most important scenes 
of his life were enacted ; but it was some time 
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before it became evident to bis bew3dered gace, 
that the bouse had been remored, and a briek 
block, containing a bank and several stores and 
dwelling houses, occupied the site. He moved 
onward, and soon drew up his horse opposite tlie 
entrance of the Black Swan tavern. 

Even here changes had taken place — - changes of 
an important and unpleasant character; changes 
which indicated that prosperity did not shed her 
gifts on the Black Swan as in days gone by. The 
building was in a dilapidated condition ; the bam 
was in ruins ; the fences were in a wretched state ; 
the sign-post inclined fearfully from a perpendicular; 
while the old sign, with its non-descript device, 
creaked mournfully on its hinges. A shabby-look- 
ing fellow, with a marvellously red nose, mada his 
appearance, and seemed struck with astontshoDent 
when our hero told him to put the horse into the 
staUe, and tend him well, it being bis intention to 
pass the night at the tavern. Captain AUen was 
wondering what had caused this strange alteration 
in the aspect of things, when the host himself, our 
old acquaintance. Squire Sanderson, approached 
the door. There was no longer any difficulty in 
solving the mystery. Squire Sanderson was floone 
than half drunk; and bore on his countenance 
the unequivocal evidence of habitual intempemnce. 
His broad, good-humored face^ and joyous ws^i 
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and hearty, animated manner, had disappeared. 
His constitution was destroyed by his excesses, and 
he was prematurely aged ; broken down by dis- 
eases, the offipring of drunkenness. He was now 
a querulous old man, with blood*shot eyes, a 
shrunken visage, trembling limbs, and a stagger- 
ing gait ; and with the wretched Macbeth, he could 
truly say : — 

" My way of life 
Is fallen into the sear ; the yellow leaf ; 
And that which should accompany old age, 
As hoQOPf love, obedience, troops of friends, 
I must not look to have ; but in their stead. 
Curses, not loud, but deep." 

Those who knew the veteran landlord well, and 
were acquainted with his past life, could hardly 
look upon him without a shudder of disgust ; for 
with a sight of his well-known features were 
associated the memory of the many promising 
youths, whom he had been the chief instrument in 
urging on to ruin ; the many husbands, who by his 
arts and jovial companionship, he had lured from 
their homes, and started in full career on the high- 
way to destruction ; the many hapless mothers and 
detracted wives, whom he had caused to drag out 
their miserable lives in wretchedness, weeping 
bitter tears of shame and misery. Jonas well 
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knew the awful consequences of his acts ; but his 
bosom was seldom visited with remorse ; and 
when his elastic conscience did trouble him, he 
quieted it easily by whispering to himself, " It b 
my vocation ! I must do something for a living — 
and if my customers are such fools as to become 
drunkards, and ruin themselves and families, it is 
their fault, not mine. Surely they are free agents. 
I must labor in mj3 vocation." 

But Jonas, as he advanced in years, lost in 
respectability. He had become a drunkard him- 
self, had neglected his business, and although his 
bar flourished, fortune had dealt with him unkindly. 
A new hotel had been erected in the town, and 
the Black Swan, once the only tavern in the 
place, ^was deserted by all its former customers, who 
had any respect for themselves, or for the cause of 
virtue and morality, and had degenerated to a mere 
grog-shop, a pandemonium, where the victims or 
votaries of poverty, mischief and misery, congre- 
gated together, to stimulate their ideas, solace their 
cares, or drown all remembrance of the past and 
consciousness of the present, in the deadly cup. 
And Jonas Sanderson, although strangely altered 
for the worse, in body and mind, still possessed, in 
an eminent degree, and practised, the art of worm- 
ing out the last cent from the pocket of the infatu- 
ated drunkard, although his family might be dying 
of starvation at home. 
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Jonas iostinctively bowed to his guest, for he 
perceived at once, that he belonged to a class who 
of late seldom homH*ed the Black Swan with their 
presence, and led the way to the bar-room, from 
whence the sounds of revelry and mirth, mingled 
with the language of passion, of vulgarity and 
profanity, could be distinctly hearc}. The land* 
lord opened the door, and Captain Allen entered 
the room. 

He had been a sail(»: many years, and, in the 
course of an eventful life, had witnessed various 
unpleasant scenes. Nevertheless, he paused at 
the entrance of the room, feeling an involuntary 
repugnance to mingle in the society of men, whose 
appearance, manners, and language showed that 
they were destitute of a sense of propriety, had 
forsal^en all connexion with decency and virtue, 
and were madly hastening onward in their swift 
career to the almshouse, the penitentiary, or the 
gallows. A strong smell of alcohol and fetid 
tobacco smoke, pervaded the dense atmosphere, 
and completed his disgust. But after a momentary 
hesitation at the threshold, he entered this revolting 
receptacle of wickedness, of mirth, and of misery — 
this bar-room of a low country tavern! His 
entrance was hardly noted by the inmates, who 
were busily engaged in their intemperate orgies, 
and he silently took the chair which was placed 
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for fiim bf the landlord, and, seating himself by 
the fire, calnoly looked around upon his new 
associates. 

He saw there, with the glass in his hand, and a 
reckless gaiety on his brow, the gay stripling, the 
ptjde of fond and indulgent parents. He had been 
lur^ to this den of iniquity by the arts of the ex- 
perienced inebriate, or the wily landlord, and was 
flow taking his first degree in intemperance ; was 
becoming instructed in the first step towards that 
dreadful goal, towards which the votaries of the 
" Jolly God," as he has been called, are uncon* 
soiously advancing with rapid strides. He saw 
diere the profligate youth, with a flushed cheek 
and a wild, disordered look, whose mind was 
vitiated and debased by the intoxicating draught ; 
and who sought intercourse with the low, the vile, 
and the intemperate ; and with a free hand had 
squandered his patrimony, the fruits of the labors 
of many well-spent years ; while his aged mother, 
by her lone fire*side, sat weeping tears, almost of 
blood, for the low tastes and depraved appetites of 
her only son, him, whom she had accustomed her- 
self to regard as her comfort, the staflT of her old 
age, her only hope next to her God. He saw 
there the man of mature yeare ; but his garments 
were tattered, his eyes were red and fiery, and pas- 
sion had written deep lines on his bloated visage ; 
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he had voluntarily quitted the paths of sobriety 
and industry, and bad become a worshipper of the 
bottle, a proselyte of idleness and vice ; his bosom 
no longer cherished the feelings of affection for his 
wife or his children, or of kindness for his neighbor; 
his better feelings were paralyzed ; ambition was 
dead within him, and the vices of a demon had i 

already taken deep root in his heart ; his intellect 
was shattered, and his strong frame was gradually 
yielding to the slow, but sure attacks of the monster, 
intemperance. He saw there, too, the old man, 
with his sunken eyes of leaden hue, and his grey 
hairs, with the marks of poverty and disease on his 
person ; and, while tottering on the very confines 
of eternity, he held in his hand the cup of death, 
and, with disgusting oaths, boasted of his own 
wickedness, and encouraged others to pursue the 
paths which had proved so fatal to himself. Oh, 
there surely cannot be found on earth a more re- 
volting sight than that of an aged man, to whom 
experience should have given wisdom, and whose 
example should act as a guide to the young, offer- 
ing incense at the shrine of intemperance. 

The noise and confusion which reigned within 
this apartment, may easily be imagined. All sense 
of propriety, all restraints of decorum, were laid 
aside, and each one, as the potent beverage exerted 
its accustomed influence, seemed to lay bare all 
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the deformities of his soul ; for it is well known 
that one of the properties of drunkenness is to lull 
the virtues to sleep, and to exc'te the vices to re- 
doubled action. One man, with a rough voice, was 
loudly calling for another glass of rum and water, and 
pronouncmg dreadful curses on the head of the 
bar-keeper, for not at once attending to his sum- 
mons. Another was playing a low practical joke 
on his neighbor, who was stretched senseless on a 
settee, and his hearty horse-laugh at the excellence 
of his wit echoed through the apartment ; one was 
telling a vulgar tale, and interlarding it with many 
profane expletives ; and another was singing a song, 
in a voice so loud and discordant, as to shake the 
very rafters of the room ; one man, in a great rage, 
was calling his neighbor a mean and pitiful scoun- 
drel, because he would not treat ; and another, for 
tlie same reason, was pummelling without mercy, a 
particular friend, who was roaring " murder " right 
lustily. At intervals could be heard the angry 
voices of the landlord and the red-nosed ostler, en- 
deavoring to restore order, and the music of the 
toddy-stick of the bar-keeper, as it rattled against 
the glass. In a word, at the time Ichabod Allen 
entered the bar-room of the Black Swan, the apart- 
ment was well filled with temporary guests, regular 
customers, however, who, albeit they were regard- 
ed as rational beingSj and entitled to privileges as 
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9uch, were all, at the same time, and io the same 
apartment, endeavoring to derive happiness fronn 
the refined amusements of drinking, gaming, swear- 
ing, quarrelling, and fighting. Such was this bar- 
room in a country inn ! Let us hope that scenes 
of the revolting character which we have described, 
are not often acted, at the present day, in many of 
our taverns in New England. 

The bar-keeper was a young and good-looking 
man, who seemed designed by nature for some 
more noble employment, than that of dealing out 
to rational beings the means of transforming them 
into brutes. His name was Warner, Andrew 
Warner ; he was the landlord's nephew, and an or- 
phan, dependent on his uncle, who claimed much 
credit for his kindness and generosity in extending 
his protection towards the fatherless lad, and in- 
structing him in the way of procuring his own live- 
lihcjod ! And such a way ! The unfortunate youth 
was learning a terrible vocation. 

Captain Allen at first regarded the uproarious 
scenes around him, with no small degree of curiosi- 
ty, which soon gave place to a feeling of intense dis- 
gust, which was increased, when an old and stagger- 
ing toper importuned him to partake of his glass of 
New England rum ; while another urged him, in lan*- 
guage not altogether of a persuasive nature, to treat 
the company. Without replying to thi3 reasonable 
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proposition, Captain Allen rose from his chair, and 
requested the bar-keeper to prepare a fire in another 
apartment, and procure him some supper. After a 
short conference with Jonas, the bar-keeper assured 
him that the request, although an unusual one, 
should be granted ; and resigning his station at the 
bar to his uncle, proceeded to make the arrange- 
ment. 

It may seem surprising that Captain Allen, find- 
ing his quarters at the Black Swan tavern so ex- 
ceedingly disagreeable, did not quit the place in 
disgust, and patronize the new hotel, the sign of 
which he had seen, at no great distance, swinging 
proudly in the air. But our hero did not always 
act like other men ; nevertheless, it could not be 
said of him that he ever acted without a motive. 
And in this case there were certain associations 
connected in his mind with that spot, which, as it 
were, attracted him to it, and prevented him from 
entertaining the idea, even for a moment, of quit- 
ting the Black Swan in search of more agreeable 
accommodations. 

While Captain Allen awaited with some little 
degree of impatience, the return of the bar-keeper, 
a man entered the bar-room whose singular appear- 
ance attracted the particular attention of Ichabod. 
He had not yet passed the meridian of life, but 
«iich was the effect of a career of dissipation, that 
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he seemed already far advanced in years. Icha* 
bod thought that he had seldom seen a person with 
such a sinister expression of countenance. An 
habitual scowl rested upon his moody brow, and his 
look, his manner, his language, betokened a discon- 
tented, depressed, and savage spirit. He was but 
scantily clad in ragged garments, notwithstanding 
the inclemency of the weather, and as he took from 
his head a piece of a hat, which was " knowingly " 
fixed to one side of his cranium, giving him a jaunty 
and swaggering air, he exposed to view a forehead, 
like Caliban's, ** villainous low." He carried un- 
der his arm a large loaf of bread, enveloped in a 
tattered 'kerchief, which he handed with a grim 
smile to the worthy host of the Black Swan. 

But that smile itself spoke volumes, it was a grin 
of malice, of triumph, of hatred. '* Here, old fel- 
low," said this wretched looking being, *' take this, 
and let me have the worth of it in the genuine stuff, 
which serves many an honest fellow for meat and 
drink, aye, and for lodging, too. i had a hard fight 
to get it. My old woman said she wanted it for 
the children, as they had tasted little or nothing for 
the last twenty-four hours ; and that, although fee- 
ble and ill; she had worked hard to procure the 
means of giving the poor creatures a meal ; and she 
did not know when they would get another. But 
I told her 1 bad not had my grog to-day, that I had 
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no money, could not get trusted, and had sold or 
pawned all our furniture already. So I seized th6 
loaf, and started off! Here it is! Ha! ba ! ba !^' 

And the room echoed with shouts of laughter, 
while this husband and father seized the glass, 
which was handed him by the smiling host, and 
greedily swallowed its contents. 

Captain Allen was inexpressibly shocked at the 
heartlessness which this man evinced, and he could 
not but pity the fate of the poor woman whose for- 
tunes had irrevocably linked her with such a 
wretch. The bar-keeper now entered and informed 
him that his room was ready. He turned away 
and followed young Warner to another apartment, 
which presented a tolerably comfortable appear- 
ance ; and where, although within hearing of the 
sounds of revelry and disorder in the bar-room, he 
was at least exempt from the company of drunk- 
ards, and the fumes of alcohol. 

" Who IS that miserable-looking object who just 
entered the bar-room, and exchanged the loaf, of 
which he had just robbed his family, for a dram ?" 
asked Ichabod, of the bar-keeper. 

" That man," said Andrew, " was once respect- 
able and rich, and his wife, a few years ago, was 
the prettiest woman in all these parts. I have 
been told that she used to be called the ^^ belle of 
AllensviUe." But rum has proved his ruin. He 
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is now a notorious drunkard and a very bad 
man." 

" But his name !" cried Ichabod. " Hb name I 
Tell me ! What is the name of that man ?" 

" Samuel Renwick !" 

" His wife ! What was the name of his wife ?" 
exclaimed Captain Allen, with an energy which 
startled the bar-keeper, 

" Barbara Howard 1" 

Ichabod put his band to his forehead to calm Hoe 
fever of his brain, and again sank into his chair. 
" And this, then," thoiight he, " is the consequence 
of that ill-advised union ! I thought that the mar* 
riage between Sam Renwick and Barbara Howard 
could never prove happy. But I never dreamed 
that it could be followed by such misery as tbis. 
Poor Barbara ! You have paid dearly for the 
errors and imprudence of your youth." 

Captain Allen detained the young man for some 
time, in spite of the repeated and vociferous cries 
of Jonas Sanderson, who was by this time tired of 
attending to his impatient guests. He asked An- 
drew a number of questions relating to Sam Ren- 
wick and his wife. The bar-keeper was intelligent, 
and his heart had not yet become hardened by his 
degraded calling. He could yet feel deeply for the 
woes of others. He witnessed with surprise the 
interest which the stranger seemed to feel in the 
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fiurtunes of the miscnrable drunkard and hi$ wife, 
and soon put Captain Allen into possession of 
some of the melancholy facts which will be de- 
tailed b the Dext chapter of this tale. 



CHAPTER V. 
AN UNHAPPY MARRIAGE. 

After the farewell-visit of Ichabod Allen to 
Barbara Howard, which is recorded in the third 
chapter of this history, the young, the beautiful, the 
giddy Barbara, was led to reflect somewhat more 
seriously than was her wont, on the important step 
which she was about to take, in marrying the 
showy and dandified youth, Sam Ren wick. Her 
reason told her that such a choice was not a pru- 
dent one, and she seemed to feel an inward assur- 
ance that the contemplated union would be a cause 
of sorrow rather than rejoicing. But she had gone 
too far to turn back ; the wedding cake had been 
prepared, the bridal costume completed, the day 
appointed, and even the minister had been invited 
to perform the ceremony. To break off the en- 
gagement at this late hour, would subject her to 
the censure of her friends, and the ridicule of all 
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her acquaintance. Unfortunately for her happiness, 
she had not moral courage enough to pursue what 
her reason and her conscience assured her was the 
right course. It was, however, found necessary to 
postpone the marriage rites for a few days, until the 
bridegroom's disfigured f ace could be, in some de- 
gree, restored to its natural symmetry. But the 
bridge of his nose was unfortunately broken when 
it came in contact with the knuckles of Ichabod 
Allen, and that organ obstinately resisted all the 
efforts of the surgeon to cause it to resume its ori- 
ginal aquiline jR)rm. 

On the nuptial morn, the sun rose unclouded in 
the east ; but it did not carry gladness to the heart 
of Barbara Howard. Its rays to her seemed cheei^ 
less, and its aspect fiery and malignant. The nup- 
tial riles were performed in the jjresence of a nu- 
merv)us and gay circle of friends, but the bride- 
groom, with two deep-colored, livid circles around 
his eyes, could hardly be regarded as an object of 
beauty, although he seemed to look unutterable 
things. And Barbara, as she pensively gave her 
band to her destined husband, at the commence- 
ment of the imposing ceremony, and timidly looked 
up in the bridegroom's face, resting her dove-like 
eyes on the still swollen and inflamed visage of the 
man to w horn she was henceforth to look for kind- 
ness, sympathy, and affection ; the one whom she 
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most in future regard as her constant companion, 
protector and dearest friend ; in a word, as her 
husbandy could not but interpret the singular and 
untoward circumstances which had preceded the 
marriage, and caused the delay, as an omen of evil. 
And a chill ran through her veins, as she heard one 
of the Ixidemaids, in a loud whisper, declare to a 
friend, that a marriage, which had been once post- 
poned, could never be happy. Barbara was not 
naturally superstitious, and under other circum- 
stances would have laughed the prediction to scorn, 
but her throbUng heart now tdd her that the pre- 
diction would be fearfully verified. Even then, 
when standbg in her bridal array, before the cler- 
gyman, she half resolved to refuse the hand of her 
affianced husband. But her courage failed her ; 
she was not equal to the task. The die was cast — 
Sam Renwick and Barbara Howard were wedded \ 
The holy man pronounced the irrevocable words 
which constituted them ''man and wife," and 
Barbara's gloomiest apprehensions were soon, too 
soon^ realized. Peace and happiness, even dur- 
ing the '' honey-moon," bad fled from hec bosom 
forever. 

Sam Renwick had not sued for the hand of Bar- 
bara Howard, because he loved her ; he knew not 
what it was to experience the deep and thrilling 
emotion of love. He admired her for her vivacity^ 
5 
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for her volatile spirits, and be sought her hand be- 
cause she was universally known as the '^ Belle of 
AUensville." He longed to enjoy the iriUmph of 
calling her bis own, and often reflected with satis- 
faction on the dashing figure which he should cut, 
with such a brilliant wife as Barbara Howard bang- 
ing on his arm. Indeed, on the day following his 
wedding, be was heard to declare with a triumphant 
grin, that be was the possessor of the finest horse, the 
most stylish gig, and the handsomest wife, within a 
circuit of at least a dozen miles. But it might be 
difficult to decide upon which of these enviable 
possessions he put the most value. 

Sam Renwick took his bride to a neat dwelling 
house, which his father had handsomely fitted up 
for the occasion, and which was henceforth to be 
her home ; a theatre on which she was to act a 
new and important part — that of a wife. And as 
she crossed the threshold, while her bosom still har- 
bored forebodings of ill, she vowed to herself that 
she would faithfully fulfil the duties of her station, 
and would labor assiduously to preserve the auc- 
tion and promote the happiness of die man to 
whom she was united for weal or for woe. 

It would have been happy for both, if her hus- 
band had formed a similar resolution. But Sam 
Renwick proved to be a bad husband. Notwith- ' 
standing bis correct taste and discrimination in the ' 
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choice of a horse, a gig, and a wife ; and his egre- 
gious vanity, which sometimes proves a corrector of 
other faults, his predominant tastes were decidedly 
low and vulgar. There was nothing like refine-* 
ment in his character. Books were his aversion ; 
and all intellectual pursuits he considered unworthy 
the character of a gentleman. Labor, or business 
of any kind, he regarded as a bore, and studiously 
avoided. He was fond of pleasure, of convivial 
meetings, of card-playing, and of amusements 
which tend to deaden the moral feelbgs, and to 
debase the character. His favorite associates, also, 
were not of the most elevated class ; he courted, 
the society of the dissolute, the intemperate, and 
the abandoned ; those who were impatient under 
the restraints of morality, religion and law. 

In the eyes of such a man, the beautiful, but 
unfortunate Barbara, soon lost all the merit which 
she once possessed. He neglected her ; home had 
no charms for him, and the word sounded dba- 
greeably in his ears. Such an old-fashioned phrase 
as "domestic enjoyment," was not to be found in 
his vocabulary. Barbara witnessed the change in 
the conduct of her husband, with a feeling of mor- 
tification and wounded pride. She remonstrated 
with him, she reproached him, she entreated him 
to abandon the evil way which he was pursumg. 
But Sanl Renwick disregarded alike her remon-* 
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straoces, her reproaches, and her entreaties. He 
laughed at her tears ; declared, with an oath that 
he would never be tethered to a petticoat ; stig- 
matized himself as a fool for ever thinking of a 
wife ; and would leave her, to pass his hours in 
loud and discordant revelry among his boon com- 
panions. 

It was only a few weeks after the mamage, that 
poor Barbara was sitting alone late in the evening, 
with her knitting-work before her, awaiting the re- 
turn of her husband. The clock in the comer of 
the room had already struck the hour of midnight, 
and he had not yet come home. She felt in that 
dark and lonely hour, all the desolateness of her 
condition ; and the folly of her conduct passed m 
full review before her. She thought, too, of the 
generous, frank, and noble-hearted saUor, whose 
love was so ardent, so pure, so disinterested, and 
whom she had so cruelly wronged ; and she sobbed 
like a child. Her musings were interrupted by the 
sound of vok^es without. 

« My husband has come at last!" she exclaimed 
to herself ; but a loud knocking at the door in- 
duced her to believe herself in an error. She 
opened the door, and two young men entered, sup- 
porting between them her husband, Sam Renwick, 
whose physical and mental faculties were com- 
pletely paralyzed with liquor ; in a word, he wa^ 
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drunk ! Barbara then became aware of what she 
had before hardly dared to think, that she was 
wedded to an mtemperate husband ; and she felt 
the shock in the mmost depths of her soul. 

Mr. Renwick, too late, saw the fatal error which 
he had committed in the education of his son ; he 
had winked at his errors, freely forgiven his graver 
faults, mdulged him in a habit of idleness, and 
now mourned, what he should have foreseen, the 
serious consequences of his own misconduct. He 
had not trained his son to industry and virtue ; he 
bad sown tares, and when harvest time had come, 
complained because he did not reap good grain ! 
Mr. Renwick often remonstrated with Sam on his 
extravagant and dissipated habits ; he beseeched 
him to abandon hb vicious course of life, and turn 
over a new leaf ; he warned him of the dark ab3rss 
of infamy, to which he was hastening with rapid 
strides ; but, weak man, he frequently concluded 
his harangues by becoming responsible for his 
debts, by again fumishmg him with money, which 
he knew he would squander ; and thus he mdirectly 
encouraged his only son in his career to infamy and 
destruction. 

One Sunday mommg, a few years after the 
hapless marriage between Sam Renwick and 
Barbara Howard, old Mr. Renwick was found 
dead in hb bed, havmg been attacked^ according to 
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the opmion of the doctors, by a fit of apoplexy 
during the night. Upon examining into his 
worldly af&irs, it was discovered that his house 
and land were mortgaged for their full value ; and 
that he owed, besides, several heavy debts ; which 
he had been driven into contracting by the vicious 
habits and extravagance of his spendthrift son. 
This was a sad and unexpected blow to Sam, who 
thus found his resources, which had never yet 
failed him, and which he had been in the habit of 
regarding as inexhaustible, suddenly cutoff; and 
it became necessary for him to resort to employ- 
ment of some kind, in order to procure the means 
of maintaining himself and family. After ponder- 
ing on the matter awhile, he concluded to open a 
store in Allensville ; this being the most genteel, 
easy and fashionable mode of procuring a livelihood, 
which was in his power. Accordingly, he put a 
sober face on, and started off for Boston, for the 
purpose of purchasing a lot of goods, on credit ; 
and as he had a pleasing address, wore elegant 
clothes, and could tell a plausible story, he found 
hardly any difficulty in accomplishing his object. 
But he had been too long a votary of idleness and 
dissipation to attend to business of any kind ; and 
havmg on hand a good stock of wines and spiritous 
liquors, he became, himself, bis principal, but not 
most profitable customer. He now travelled down 
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hill at a rapid rate, and was sometimes seen 
intoxicated behind his counter. He soon became 
incapable of managing his business concerns ; and, 
giving vent to his pugnacious propensities, he often 
insulted, quarrelled, and sometimes fought with 
those who entered his shop to purchase goods. 
The inevitable consequence was, that when his 
notes became due, he was unable to pay a dollar, 
or give any security for his debts. His creditors 
found that they had been deceived — duped — 
smndled — and very properly caused him to be 
arrested, and brought before a court of justice to an- 
swer for his misdeeds, as a salutary warning to others. 
He was tried, and if he had met with his deserts, 
would have been sent to learn some useful occupa- 
tion in the State prison ; but he unfortunately 
escaped through a flaw in the indictment. A 
death-blow was now given to his gentility, and 
he sank lower and lower in the scale of society. 

Barbara, but a few years since the belle of Al- 
lensville, the admiration of one sex and the envy 
of the other, was now an object of compassion to 
all. She became inured to scenes of misery, of a 
character too shocking to be imagined by those 
who have never witnessed similar scenes ; and like 
one of the victims of the cruel Mezentius, was 
chained for life to a bloated mass of corruption. 
Mrs. Howard sympathized with the condition of 
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her ill-fated daughter, and threw open her house 

ibr the reception of the wretched Barbara and 

her unworthy husband. But her little property, 

which, if judiciously managed, would have been 

sufficient to maintain her in ease and comfort 

through life, was soon sacrificed. She was per* 

suaded, against her better judgment, to become 

security for some of Sam's debts, in order, as he 

averred, to save him from a jail, but in reality to 

fiimish him with the means of dissipation ; and one 

day she was thunderstruck to find all her worldly 

goods seized by the sheriff. They were shortly 

afterwards sold for a mere song at auction, and the 

whole family were turned out of house and home. 

This was a cruel blow to the good old lady, who 

was never remarkable for manifesting fortitude 

under the dispensations of Providence. She sank 

under the affliction ; and in the bill of mortality, if 

the record had been truly made, her death would 

have been recorded as occasioned by a broken 

heart. 

Poor Barbara ! T^e iron, pointed and barbed^ 
had now entered her soul. She loved her mother, 
and many bitter tears did she shed on her humble 
grave. . As for her husband, she despised, almost - 
detested him, yet was compelled to live with him ; 
witness his debasement; and submit to wrongs 
which a civilized and Christian community should 
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never allow to be inflicted on woman. But there 
was no remedy ; she was the drunkardCs wife ; 
she had taken him for better or worse, and found it 
bootless to complain ; death only could alleviate 
her woes. She could not but reflect on what she 
had been ; and sometimes, when she took a retro- 
spective view of her life, she was almost maddened 
to think of the mighty and deplorable change 
which ji few short years had efiected in her con- 
dition. 

Her husband was a brute — a monster. His 
pride and vanity, which once sustained him in a 
sphere of respectability, were annihilated. He 
never cherbhed a deep-seated affection for his wife; 
and he now regarded her as a drudge ; as a slave, 
over whom the laws of his country had given him 
unlimited power ; and who was compelled to 
indulge his caprices, obey his most unreasonable 
behests, and bear, without, murmuring, his sulky 
humor, and his violent outbreaks of passion. Stem 
necessity had compelled tltis wretched and depraved 
being to labor at times, with his hands. This he 
did most reluctantly, but the products of that labor 
were nearly all spent at the tavern or the grog-shop. 
Jonas Sanderson's prediction had been fulfilled to 
the letter — Sam RemvicJc was indeed one of his 
best automers ! 

Sam and Barbara lived in a wretched habitation. 
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and want scattered her darkest horrors around 
them. Barbara toiled hard with her hands, and 
gladly undertook the most laborious and revolting 
tasks, to procure the stinted means of subsistence. 
But it was frequently the case that the fruit of the 
wretched woman's industry was greedily seized 
upon by her husband, and borne in triumph away, 
to be spent at the bar of the notorious Black Swan 
tavern. Her neighbors sympathized, with her 
sufferings. They were on terms of friendship with 
her in her more prosperous days, and they pitied 
her ; and, what was of more importance, they, for 
a time, relieved to some extent her pressing wants. 
But they soon learned that the effect of their 
kindness was to confirm her husband in his habit 
of idleness, and supply him with the means of 
intemperance. Besides, they became familiar with 
the wretchedness of their friend, which soon 
ceased to make a deep impression on their feelings, 
and they gradually discontinued their assistance. 
Alas ! This is too often the way of the world. 
The poor woman was thus left friendless, compan- 
ionless, and comfortless ; a prey to her own 
sombre reflections. Sam Renwick was enraged 
when he found his supplies thus cut off, and vented 
hb fury on his wife. His temper, always violent 
and vindictive, had lately become more ferocious 
than ever ; and bis abuse of bis gentle and once 
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beautiful wife, was, for a time, the talk of the 
whole town. The neighbors found it necessary to 
interfere more than once, and threatened him with 
a jail. But it had now become an old story, and 
ceased to excite any interest. 

The most important of the above facts were 
related by the bar-keeper ; and Captain Allen, as 
be listened to the mournful narrative, could hardly 
restrain his feelings. He involuntarily frowned 
with indignation, and clinched his hand with con^ 
vulsive energy. 

" What ?" exclaimed he, " did I hear aright ? 
Treat his wife unkindly ? Abuse her ! Surely he 
would not — oh, no — he would not dare to strike 
her ? " 

" A drunken man," replied Andrew Warner, 
** will dare anything. In my short practice at the 
bar, I have had an opportunity to study the charac- 
ter of drunkards ;" continued the young man, with 
a melancholy smile. '' It was only about a week 
ago that Sam Renwick knocked his wife down 
with a piece of fire-wood, because she tried to 
prevent him from carrying away a blanket ; the 
only one which sheltered from the cold night air 
her sleeping children !" 

" The monster ! The vile monster !" exclaimed 
Ichabod with much energy, starting from his seat. 
^' And what punishment was inflicted on the 
wretch ? he should have been flayed alive !" 
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" Oh, he was talked to very seriously, I assure 
you, by Squire Hardy ; who told him that if he did 
not treat his wife better, it would be worse for 
him." 

" Talked to him ? He should have been crushed 
to the dust ! What mockery is this ? But, my 
young friend, you spoke of children. Has this 
unhappy woman any children ?" 

" She has three," said the bar-keeper, " The 
oldest, a boy, is between ten and eleven years old. 
But he is a pale lad ; of a weak and sickly consti- 
tution ; and because he is not able to raise money 
by hard labor, to purchase grog for his father, he is 
frequently unmercifully beaten. I have often heard 
his cries, when I have been passing the house. It 
was only on Tuesday night last," continued the 
young man, " that I passed by the dwelling where 
this depraved being resided ; and, before 1 reached 
the house, I heard the loud voice of passion, and 
the cries of distress. The wretch, it appeared, had 
been beating his wife ; and he was at that time 
cursing his eldest boy, and showering down blows 
on the poor, unoffending child, because he had 
dared implore his father to stay his hand, and not 
abuse his mother." 

"Horrible!" exclaimed Ichabod, stamping his 
foot on the floor, " 1 should dearly like to pulverize 
the villain." 
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" The whole family," continued Andrew, " from 
all that I can learn, have been for weeks pining 
from want. Mrs. Renwick, herself, is far from 
well, and for several weeks past has been unable 
to provide by her labor, food ibr her starving 
family. Indeed, many folks think that she is in a 
consumption.'' 

" Unhappy woman !" said Captain Allen ; " but 
if her fair-weather friends have all forsaken her in 
her distress^ surely there is some good and pious 
clergyman in the village, whose duty and calling it 
is to whisper sweet vrocds of consolation to the 
heart overburdened with sorrow." 

" Why," said the bar-keeper, " Mr. Wilkins^ 
who preaches in the old meeting-house, is a good 
and pious man ; so every body says ; and he 
called several times on Mrs. Renwick, who seemed 
rejoiced to see him ; but her husband found it out^ 
and forbade him to come near the house. He 
swore the most violent oaths that if he ever crossed 
the threshold again, he would give him a sound 
thrashbg, in spite of his cloth ; and as Sam Ren- 
wick is known to be a man of his word in such 
matters, Mr. Wilkins has been careful to keep 
away." 

<< But how happens it," asked Captain Allen, 
*\ that the town authorities do not interfere, and 
alleviate the distresses of this unhappy family ?" 
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" Why, the fact is, our selectmen and overseers 
of the poor, never like to meddle with such mat^ 
ters, unless they are absolutely compelled to, as 
they always create an additional expense to the 
town. Nevertheless, I heard yesterday that they 
had pretty much made up their minds to carry off 
Sam Renwick and his wife and children to the \ 

Poor House, next week, where they can find 
comfortable quarters for the approaching winter." 

" The Poor House ! the Poor House 1" echoed 
Ichabod. 

" Yes, the Poor House ; and I wish they were 
all safely lodged there now." 

« Why so ?" 

" Because they would be better off there, than 
where they now are ; and besides, it is said that ^ 

Sam Renwick's temper, always ugly, has become 
of late more ferocious than ever; and I should not 
be surprised at any time to hear that he had com- 
mitted some dreadful deed. Last Friday afternoon, 
1 heard him, in this vei}*^ tavern, mutter some ugly 
threats against his wife, because uncle Jonas 
refused to trust him for a pint of rum." 

Ichabod turned away his head, and a tear 
bedewed his manly cheek. '*Is not this a sad 
dream ?" said he to himself. " What, is it indeed 
come to this ? Abused and beaten by her hus- 
band ; deprived of all the comforts and necessaries 
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of life ; pining from want ; borne down to the 
gr^ve by the cruel and inhuman hand of the man 
who should have treasured her in his heart of 
hearts I Is such indeed the fate of the gay, the 
lively, the beautiful Barbara Howard, the Belle 
of Allensville ?" 

Ichabod Allen then recollected that, according to 
the statement of her bmtal husband, neither Bar- 
bara nor her suffering children had tasted food for 
twenty-four hours. His own supper was bounti- 
jfiilly spread out on the table before him. Obeying 
the impulse of a benevolent heart, he arose from^ 
his chair and rushed into the bar-room for his outer 
garments. The first object which met his view 
was the detestable Sam Renwick. He was stand- 
ing in the centre of the room, with a tumbler in 
his hand, singing in a harsh and cracked voice a 
bacchanalian song. He met the look of Ichabod 
Allen, as the warm-hearted sailor entered the room, 
and ceased his discordant noise, and cowered 
beneath the fierce and indignant expression of the 
stranger's countenance. He had never but once 
before encountered a gaze like that, expressing 
such a concentration of scorn, anger and deter-* 

mination. 

Returning to the supper room. Captain Allen 
put on his great coat, and, in order to conceal his 
features, drew his traveling cap down over his 
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brow, and tied a bandanna handkerchief over the 
lower part of his face. Then seizing a loaf, (the 
identical one, by the by, which Sam Renwick had 
handed Squire Sanderson as payment in advance 
for a few glasses of mm) a cold ham of bacon, and 
a massy wedge of cheese, and enveloping fhem in 
the table-cloth, he harstily inquired of the bar-keeper 
the direction of the dwelling in which resided the 
wretched, broken-hearted woman, whom he had 
once so dearly loved. 

A cold, northeasterly storm had comm^ced. 
The wind howled mournfully through the leafless 
branches of the lofty elms, which had stood for 
ages in front of the Black Swan ; and the rain 
fell fast and fiiriously, as Ichabod Allen, with his 
bundle in his hand, issued from the door of the 
tavern, and taking the route which the bar- 
keeper had indicated, proceeded on his errand of 
mercy. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE DRUNKARD'S HOVEL. 

It was a dark and gloomy night, when Ichabod 
Allen left the Black Swan tavern, to visit the 
wretched abode of the woman whom he had once 
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loved with a passion as ardent as ever glowed 
within the bosom of a sailor ; and whose incon- 
stancy had cast a sombre hue over his track through 
life, which even the hand of time could hardly 
enliven. But his generous heart no longer treas- 
ured the remembrance of the unworthy treatment 
which he had received ; he remembered only that 
Barbara Howard was suffering ; that she was 
wedded to poverty, disgrace and misery ; that she 
was actually star^dng for want of food ; and, 
unmindful of the fierce east wind, which blew in 
fitful gusts, and the driving storm of sleet, he 
proceeded rapidly on his way, to administer 
comfort and assistance to the destitute family of the 
drunkard. , 

And on that dark and dreary night, Captain 
Allen passed well-remembered objects, which, like 
the wand of the fabled enchanter, conjured up to his 
mind's eye scenes of happiness that had long since 
passed away. The stunted ash tree still projected 
its leafless branches over the very spot where he 
had rescued the bright and blooming beauty fix)m 
an imminent danger ; and a little farther, was a 
neat, two-story dwelling-house, belonging to a 
substantial farmer, where, at a rural party, he had 
first led Barbara Howard down the merry dance, 
and learned to indulge in dreams of bliss^ that were 
never to be realized. He parsed this house^ and, 
6 
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proceeding onward, soon came to a lane, which 
met the road at right angles. He turned dovm 
this lane, and, in a few mmutes, reached the hovel, 
which was the residence of Sam Renwick and his 
family. 

It was a low and small building, which looked 
the very abode of wretchedness. It stood alone 
by the way-side ; the fences, which once surround- 
ed the little spot of land on which it was situated, 
bad long since been demolished, and consumed iot 
fuel. But the darkness of the night veiled half 
its dreariness from view ; and Ichabod Allen could 
not see the half-shingled roof, the dilapidated walls, 
the windows stuffed with rags, and other marks, 
which point out the drunkard's hovel. A dim light 
shed its pale rays through the crevices of the 
building, and served to guide his steps to the en- 
trance. In a few moments he stood upon the door- 
stone. 

He paused ere he knocked, to calm the agitation 
of his feelings ; for his heart beat violently within 
his bosom, and he felt, for the first time since he 
left the Black Swan, that he had come on a deli- 
cate mission. While he stood on the very thresh- 
old, he thought he heard the sound of voices within. 
He listened ; he was not deceived. It was the 
silver-toned voice of Barbara, reading a portion of 
^e Holy Scriptures ; but there was a solemnity, a 
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pathos in the voice, which was new to him, and 
which went to his very soul. He could; not resist 
stealing a look through a gaping rent in one of the 
door-pannels, into the interior of the dwelling. 

By a sad and flickering light from a few faggots, 
which burned reluctantly on the hearth, Captain 
Allen beheld a woman seated on a low stool. She 
held in her lap a boy of eight or nine years of age ; 
and another lad, a year or two older, with fine, 
intellectual, though pale and sickly features, was 
seated on the floor beside her, gazing intently on 
the face of his mother. The furniture was scanty 
in the extreme. A low bed occupied the corner 
of the narrow room ; and an old chest, on which a 
few kitchen utensils reposed, seemed to serve the 
purpose of a table. There were no chairs, no 
looking-glass, no comforts of any description ; but 
all looked dreary, desolate and forlorn. The child, 
in its mother's lap, sobbed as if its little heart were 
bursting ; and as the mother turned her head 
occasionally, to whisper words of comfort, Captain 
Allen discovered some few and faint traces of the 
once beautiful Barbara Howard ; but oh, how 
changed was the Belle of Allensville ! He saw not 
the Barbara Howard whom be had known twelve 
years before. He no longer beheW the blooming 
cheeks, the laughing eyes, the brilliant complexion,. 
the smiling features, diffusing joy around, of th^^ 
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gay and happy girl, who, decked in elegant Up- 
parel, charmed every beholder, and captivated his 
youthful heart; he no longer beheld the gay 
ethereal being, who once shone a bright star in the 
firmament of beauty, and who looked the emblem 
of innocence and joy. He saw in that cottage a 
woman, whose emaciated form was loosely clad ia 
garments of the most wretched description ; whos6 
hair hung, not in graceful curls, but dishevelled 
about her neck ; whose complexion was wan and 
sallow ; whose features were pinched with famme 
and sickness, and furrowed with grief, disappoint- 
ment and despair. Those dark blue eyes, which 
once shot glances that had power to warm the 
most insensible heart, no longer beamed with ten- 
derness, or sparkled with joy. But their fire 
remained unquenched ; they were still the eyes of 
Barbara Howard ; but they told a tale of sorrow, 
of patience under suffering, of long and unmitigated 
woe, which it was dreadful even to imagine. In 
one word, Ichabod Allen saw seated before that 
scanty fire; shivering with cold, emaciated with 
disease, and faint with hunger, while the furious 
winds howled without, and whistled mournfiiUy 
through the crevices of the hut, and the rain 
penetrated through the decayed roof — the drunk" 
arJTs toife, surrounded by her children, endeavoring 
to seek consolation m the midst of her troubles, 
fix)m the word of God ! 
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' How few there are, who, seated in the lap of 
indulgence, and surrounded by the luxuries of life, 
are aware of the terrible nature of the sufferings of 
the woman, who is wedded to the drunkard ; of 
the many hours of mental agony, which fill with 
bitterness, even to the brim, the cup of life. Her 
sorrows are deep-seated and continual ; they sear 
the heart as with abot iron, and cannot be described 
by words. And happy indeed may she be regard- 
ed, if, from the abyss of degradation into which 
she has been plunged, not by any crime or error of 
her own, but by the depravity or infatuation of her 
husband, she can look for balm and solace in the 
love of her Creator. 

While Ichabod Allen was gazing upon this 
solemn and impressive scene, which I have de- 
scribed, unconscious of any impropriety in the act, 
so absorbed were his feelings in the contemplation 
of the objects biefore him, the little boy looked up 
imploringly in his mother's face, and, in piteous 
accents exclaimed, ^' Mother, I am dreadful hungry. 
Will father bring us some bread when he comes 
home?" 

" My dear child," said Barbara, kissing off the 
tears which bedewed his cheeks, " I know not ; but 
I fear that you will again have to go supperless to 
bed. To-morrow, I hope some of our neighbors 
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will take pity on our conditioD, and bring us some 
food. O, Father in Heaven," exclaimed she, 
lifting up her eyes, ^' have mercy on my poor 
children.'' 

It now, for the first time, occurred to Captain 
Allen, who in all the relations of life cherished the 
nicest sense of honor, that he was a spy on domes* 
tic privacy ; and he blushed wlien he reflected on 
the part, which, in obedience to the dictates of 
compassion, he had been acting. He felt, too, 
that he was unwarrantably withholding the relief 
which he had in store. Making an effort, therefore, 
to calm his agitated spirits, and to summon resolu- 
tion to his aid, he knocked gently at the* door. 

The door was opened by Barbara ; and when 
she saw a stranger there, exposed to all the inclem- 
ency of the weather, she imagined he must be 
some traveler, who, exposed to " the pelting of the 
pitiless storm,'' had lost his way. In gentle 
accents, she asked him to enter the cottage, 
and accept the shelter which her poor roof would 
afford. 

Ichabod Allen entered the hovel ; and thus 
these two persons, who, in early life, seemed 
formed for each othec, and intended by the great 
Disposer of eyents to enjoy happiness themselves, 
and difiiise it among others with a liberal hand, met 
s^ain after a separation of twelve years ! 
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They stood opposite each other in that narrow 
apartment ; but a lapse of years had e^cted a 
change, a contrast in their appearance, which seem-^ 
ed the result of some magic incantation. He stood 
erect in all the enjoyment of health and strength, 
in the full prime of manhood ; resembling the 
sturdy oak, as it rises in graceful dignity above the 
trees of the forest. She looked not like the ivy, 
to which woman has been apdy compared ; but, 
like the violet, bruised, shorn of its native loveliness, 
and trampled upon. 

His heart was full ; he tried, but was unable to 
speak ; he felt inadequate to the performance of 
the task which he had undertaken. Barbara saw 
that the stranger seemed discomposed^ and for a 
moment fixed upon him a searching gaze ; then 
with her musical voice, which in happier days had 
always sounded sweetly in his ears, she entreated 
him to lay aside his outer garments, and occupy a 
lowly seat before the fire. 

Ichabod now found it necessary to say something; 
and making a strong effort, in low and tremulous 
accents he thanked her for the proffered hospitality ; 
but stated that he called on business of a different 
character. *' I heard," said he, " that you were 
suffering from want ; that your children were des^ 
titute of food, and in danger of perishing from 
hunger. I have taken the liberty to bring you 
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0ome provision, of which I beg you will partake ; 
and I will also furnish you the means of procuring 
other comforts, of which you seem sadly defi« 
^ient." 

Thus saying, Ichabod laid upon the apology for 
a taUe, the bundle wliich he had brought ; and 
placed by its side a bank-bill of some value, which 
he had taken from his pocket-book. He then 
turned to leave the apartment, but Barbara sprang 
forward and caught him by the hand. 

<* Generous man !" said she, " tell me, oh tell 
me to whom I am bdebted for this timely assist- 
ance? Tell me for whose happiness I shall 
teach my children to offer up prayers to heaven !" 

But Ichabod shook his head, and gently disen- 
gaged his hand from her grasp. He saw that his 
secret was on the point of being discovered ; and 
turning away, he lifted the latch of the door, and 
abruptly left the dwellmg. 

^' This is indeed singular !" said Barbara to her- 
self, as the stranger went forth to brave again the 
enraged elements. '^ Who can this stranger be, 
who seems to take such a deep interest in our hap- 
less condition ? Methought when he Orst spoke, 
that the tones of hb voice resembled those of the 
only being on earth whom I ever deliberately 
injured by word or by deed. But no — the idea 
is wild and chimerical ; it cannot be." She then 
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with a joyful heart proceeded to dispense among 
her children the bounties which she had just 
received ; and her little daughter, Barbara, was 
awakened from her slumbers, that she too might 
partake of the welcome repast, which had been so 
strangely and unexpectedly furnished. 

Ichabod Allen slowly retraced his steps to the 
public house. The storm raged around him, but 
he heeded it not. His thoughts were with the 
scenes he had just witnessed. He had seen with 
his own eyes tlie humiliation of the proud beauty ; 
of the vain coquette ; of the dashing belle ; yet 
not a spark of exultation swelled his bosom. He 
had seen, borne down and crushed by domestic 
miseries, the woman who had capriciously rejected 
bis hand, and cast a shade over prospects, which, 
at his outset in life, seemed radiant with happiness. 
Yet his nature was too noble to triumph over her 
fallen fortunes. In that hour, when stern affliction 
had oppressed her with a heavy hand, he forgot all 
her errors ; and remembered only the charms and 
virtues which spread a bright halo around her, 
when she was no other than Barbara Howard. He 
pitied her from his soul ; and determined to re- 
lieve her sufferings, and cause peace once more to 
visit her bosom. While he was endeavoring to 
decide on the most feasible plan for carrying 
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bis inteDtioiis into operation in a secret and e^ct- 
ual manner, he arrived at the Black Swan tavern. 

The sounds of revelry, of mirth, and of pas- 
sion were still heard within the bar-room. The 
liquor was evidently doing its accustomed work, 
for the noises were louder than before. Captain 
Allen entered the room which had been prepared 
for him. The fire burned briskly on the hearth, 
and his untasted supper was yet on the table. But 
be was not hungr}^ He sat gazing on the fire in 
a profound reverie for half an hour, and then he 
retired to his sleeping apartment. But the dis- 
cordant noises, and the drunken brawls of the 
inmates of the bar-room continued, and prevented 
^him from realizing the solace which sleep brings to 
the wearied body or the wounded spirit. 

It was about eleven o'clock at night when Icba- 
bod heard a person ascending the stairs, and was 
soon afterwards startled by a knocking at the door 
of his room. It was the young bar-keeper. 

" Sir," said Andrew, " you seemed to take a 
deep interest in the fortunes of Sam Renwick and 
his wretched family, which must, be my apology for 
disturbing you at this unseasonable hour." 

" A deep interest ? To be sure I do," exclaimed 
Ichabod. " Has anything happened to Mrs. Ren- 
wick or her children ?" 
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" Not that I know of;" replied the bar-keeper, 
" but after you went out in the early part of the 
evening, Sara Renwick suddenly grew sulky and 
morose ; then fierce and quarrelsome ; which dis« 
position increased with every glass of rum which 
he drank, until he finally picked a quarrel ^ with 
" Long Simon," the blacksmith, who lives hard by. 
They had a regular set-to, and although Sam was 
game to the back-bone, he got terribly thrashed for 
his pains. As soon as the battle was decided, Sam 
swore a horrible oath that he would never enter the 
Black Swan again ; he also let off a volley of 
invectives against his poor, harmless wife, which 
almost made my hair stand on end. He concluded 
his tirade by declaring his intention to go home ; 
adding that he had long owed his ' old woman ' a 
grudge, and he was now resolved to pay her both 
principal and interest. He said he felt 'just right 
for it.' At first I regarded this but as one of the 
idle and impotent threats which are habitual with 
such men ; but I saw a lurking devil in his eye when 
he passed out at the door ; and the more 1 reflect 
on his conduct and diabolical looks, the more I feel 
convinced that the rascal meditates some mischief; 
and it is possible that his poof, unoffending wife 
and children may be compelled to endure some 
disagreeable proofs of his ill-humor. I should not 
be surprised if he turned them naked out of doors." 
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' ^^ Surely not in such a night as this !" said Icha- 
bod, as he heard the rain beating against the win- 
dow. " But, my young friend, I am rejoiced 
that you called me. I do feel a deep interest in all 
that concerns that unhappy family ; and I hope 
that 1 shall soon be able to ameliorate the condition 
of that suffering woman, and contrive some way to 
separate her from the fiend to whom she is now 
attached in matrimonial fetters. I will lose no 
time in hastening to the cottage, and if I find it 
necessary to interfere, will screen her fi-om the out- 
rages and abuses of her husband." 

In a few minutes Ichabod Allen was again pur- 
suing with a quick pace, his way towards the 
drunkard's miserable abode. 



CH APTE R VII. 

THE CATASTROPHE. 

As Ichabod Allen turned down the lane which 
led to the hovel of which he was in quest, he 
thought he heard, above the loud roar of the tem- 
pest, the shrill screams of a female, and he quickened 
his steps. He was not deceived, for the sounds 
now came to his ears clearly and distinctly. Some 
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one, apparently in the last extremity, was alter* 
nately imploring for mercy, shouting '* murder," 
and crying aloud for succor. 

But a few moments elapsed ere the brave sailor 
stood in front of Sam Renwick's dwelling, whence, 
to his great alarm and horror, the sounds proceeded, 
and which were now intermingled with threats and 
curses. He paused not to lift the latch, but rushed 
against the door with such violence, as to burst it 
from its hinges. When he entered the room, a 
scene opened upon his vision which chilled him to 
the heart, and remained engraven upon his memr 
oty forever. 

By the light of a candle which was placed upon 
the chest, he beheld Barbara stretched upon the 
floor of the cottage, her features disfigured with 
blood, which proceeded from some deep wounds in 
her temple and forehead ; and Sam Renwick, with 
a visage inflamed with malignity and alcohol, look- 
ing like the incarnation of evil, and holding in his 
hand the fire-shovel, stood upon her body, and 
trampled upon her bosom with all the fury of a 
ruthless demon ! His eldest son had seized the 
arm of his father, and was exerting all his feeble 
power, to rescue his mother from the murderer's 
deadly assault. The other children had been 
awakened by the noise, and had left tha little bed 
of straw> to which they had been confided by a 
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kind mother's band, but a balf bour before, and 
were stretching out their little arras, screaming and 
crying, and entreating their father not to beat their 
dear mother any more. • 

Ichabod Allen was one of those men who seldom 
stop to parley, when action is required. Without 
saying one word, he seized the monster by the 
throat, and hurled him with such violence to the 
floor, as to deprive him for a time of all sense and 
motion. He then directed his attention to the 
bleeding woman, who lay stretched at his feet, 
moaning in agony. By this time some of the villa- 
gers who lived at no great distance, and who had 
heard the loud cries of " murder," a cry which 
cannot be listened to by the boldest heart, without 
a thrill of horror, had arrived at the cottage. Mrs. 
Renwick was placed upon a bed, and a surgeon 
was procured. He found her injuries of a descrip- 
tion so shocking, that no hope could be entertained 
of her recovery. The wounds on her head, al- 
tliough deep, and of a serious character, were, per- 
haps, not in themselves mortal ; but the ruffian had 
inflicted upon his wife, other injuries of a fatal na- 
ture. Several of her ribs were broken, and her 
chest was crushed by the kicks of the infuriated 
monster ! Although she retained her sense? per- 
fectly, it was but too evident that the hours of the 
unfortunate Barbara, were nunxbered. 
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IcbiLbod Allen, no longer .seeking to disguise hb 
features, was recognised by the dying woman, a& he 
stood by her bed-side. She took his hand within 
hers, and in a feeble voice, with much difficulty 
said to him, '' I thought it could be no other than 
you, who came out this dark and stonny night, to 
relieve the wants and necessities of the poor and 
miserable. Ichabod Allen, I have deeply injured 
you. I was a vain and giddy girl, and trifled with 
a noble heart ; but dreadful is the penalty 1 have 
paid. O, say that you will forgive me. For many 
successive days I have felt that I stood on the brink 
of the grave, and have striven to make my peace 
with my heavenly Father. I have offered up 
prayers at the throne of mercy, for forgiveness ;; 
but I wished to see ymi once more, and to hear 
from your own lips that you had forgiven me." 

At this affecting appeal, the feelings of the gen- 
erous-hearted sailor overcame him ; he could not 
choose but play the woman with his eyfes, and 
sobbed aloud. 

The dying woman also spoke to him of her 
children, whom she loved with more than a mo- 
ther's fondness* Her two youngest she fondly 
kissed, and bade them a solemn and final farewell. 
She called to her bed-side her oldest boy, whose 
faculties had seemed paralyzed with terror and de- 
spair, ever since the dreadful occurrence ; but \i» 
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mother's voice, and her dying counsels, appeared to 
awaken him to a sense of the sad reality, and he 
indulged in all the extravagance of grief. These 
children had long been the only tie that bound the 
hapless mother to life. They were the only objects 
to which her auction had clung. It seemed hard 
to part with them ; but the fiat had gone forth, and 
ere the morning sun on the monow had ushered in 
a day of gladness to some, and of woe to others, 
the once gentle and beautiful Barbara was no 
more. She had fallen a victim to the depravity and 
cruelty of her drunken husband ! 

A coroner's inquest was held on the body of this 
unfortunate victim of brutality. It appeared from 
the evidence of the elder boy, and other circum- 
stances, that late on the previous night, Sam Ren- 
wick came home firom tjie Black Swan tavern, la- 
boring under great excitement, and evidently ex- 
ceedingly out of humor. Barbara received him, 
brute as he was, with her accustomed kindness ; 
and in order, if possible, to overcome his ill-humor, 
and avert the threatened storm, told him of the 
timely donation that she had received, and in^ted 
him to partake of the repast which had been thus 
unexpectedly furnished. 

The monster rudely pushed his wife away, and 
gruffly told her, with an oath, to mind her own 
business and let him alone. He was evidently 
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seeking a cause for quarrel, when his eye fell upon 
the Bible, which a kind and pious neighbor had 
given her a few weeks before, and which she un- 
fortunately had forgotten to conceal, as usual, 
within the folds of her garments. The eyes of Sam 
Renwick now seemed lighted up with fiend-like 
fury, and seizing upon the sacred volume, while 
the grin of a hyena distorted his ill-favored coun- 
tenance, he ordered Barbara, in a voice of thunder, 
to account for its bebg in her possession. 

Barbara, although somewhat alarmed at her hus- 
band's terrible looks, gently, but firmly, replied to 
him, that the Bible was a gift from a pious woman, 
that it was a great solace to her under her afflic- 
tions ; an inestimable treasure, which nothing could 
induce her to part with. 

Sam Renwick declared with an oath, that his 
wife should not be able, to boast of comforts, in 
which he was unable to participate. And shaking 
his fist in her face, he sternly warned her to give 
him no further provocation, lest it should be worse 
for her. Then taking the copy of the Holy Scrip- 
tures in hb hand, he threw it with violence into 
the fire, which still faintly blazed in the chimney. 

Barbara^ reckless of her husband's anger, sprang 
forward to save the sacred volume from the flames ; 
but the infuriated inebriate^ seized her by the hair, 
7 
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and dragged ber into the middle of the room ; then 
pouring out upon her a Yolley of inyectives of a 
most profane and revolting character, and declar- 
ing that he would pay ber for old scores as well as 
new^ he grasped the fire-shovel and struck her 
several violent blows on the head ; and when she 
fell beneath the wounds, screaming for help, and 
groaning in agony, her face covered with blood, he 

jumped upon her prostrate form, and iti this way 
sought to finish his murderous work, in which, as 
we have already stated, he too well succeeded. 

The murderer was arrested, and sent to the 
county jail ; although such was the indignation of 
the inhabitants of AUensville against him, that it 
was with difficulty they could be restrained firom 
inflicting upon him, in a summary manner, the 
dreadiul punishment which he deserved. 

The funeral took place on the following day, and 
was attended by a large concourse of the citizens of 
AUensville, who, too late, reproached themselves 
and censured each other, for their culpable conduct 
in neglecting to check the abusive and outrageous 
behavior of Sam Renwick towards his wife. Icha- 
bod Allen Viras also present at the funeral ; and fol- 
lowing the coffin, he led by the hand the two sons 
of the murdered woman. He saw her remains con- 
signed to the dark and narrow house ; he heard the 
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clods fall with a dull and heavy sound on the cof- 
fin ; and bitterly did he lament the fate of the beau- 
tiful Barbara Howard, the Belle of Allensville. 

After the funeral, the overseers of the poor 
waited on Captain Allen at bis new lodgings in the 
public hotel, not the Black Swan, which he had 
quitted in disgust. They gravely proposed to take 
the children from his custody, and place them in 
the Poor House. This proposition was indignantly 
opposed by the whole-hearted sailor, who declared 
that he had received those children in trust from 
their mother ; that on her death-bed she had en- 
treated him to be their friend ; that he should al- 
ways regard them as his own, and so long as he 
was able to educate them, and supply them with 
the comforts of life, they should be under no obli- 
gations to others. He avowed his intention of re- 
turning to Boston in a few days, and of taking the 
children with him ; for he thought that the moral 
atmosphere of a place must be hopelessly tainted, 
where the inhabitants would tolerate such a den of 
iniquity as the Black Swan. To this arrangement 
no opposition was offered by the town authorities, 
or any individual ; indeed, they were glad to get 
rid of the expense of maintaining the children ; and 
it was carried into e^t. 

The trial of Sam Renwick was tp come on in a 
few months afterwards, and the Grand Jury found 
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a bill against him for the wilful murder of his wife. 
But before the day appointed for the trial arrived, 
this miserable, degraded wretch defrauded justice of 
her victim, and capped the climax of his crimes, by 
committing suicide in prison. He went to his long 
account 



— ^— — " unannointed, unannealed. 
With all his imperfections on his head.*' 

I have already stated that the eldest boy was of 
a feeble constitution. He possessed superior talents 
and an amiable disposition, but he was endowed 
with feelings of exquisite sensibility. He dearly 
loved his mother. He loved her with a deep and 
undivided affection, and was well aware of the dark 
turpitude of his father's conduct. The death of 
his mother before his eyes, and by the hand of his 
father, and in such a terrible manner, was a dread- 
ful blow to his nervous system. His mind was 
shattered, and it never recovered its healthy tone. 
His physical system, always weak, also sank be- 
neath the shock. Notwithstanding the best medi- 
cal advice and the unremitting care and attention 
of Captain Allen, he survived his beloved mother 
but a few weeks. During the last days of his life 
he was a raving maniac ; his mind constantly la- 
boring und^ the delusion that his mother, whom be 
had always regarded as a being, pure and holy in 
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ber conduct and afiections as the angels in Heaven, 
was fainting, bleedmg, and dying under the blows 
wantonly inflicted by the cruel hand of his drunken 
father. This poor boy died soon after a violent 
struggle to escape firom his attendants, and hasten 
to the rescue of his mother f]X)m the hands of her 
murderer. 

The other two children, a boy and a girl, flour- 
ished under the kind and fostering hand of their 
self-constituted guardian, and well repaid him for 
all the care, and trouble, and expense attending 
their bringing up. Many of the happiest hours of 
his life were passed in their society, and while 
seeking to promote their enjoyments, and lay a 
foundation for their future usefulness ; and he had 
never cause to regret for a single moment, that in 
obedience to the impulse of a benevolent heart, he 
had adopted the orphan children of Barbara How- 
ard. The boy was a noble fellow. Captain Allen 
spared no pains to give him a first-rate English 
education, and when his ward had reached the age 
of seventeen, he acceded to his wishes, earnestly 
pressed, and suflered him to " go to sea." He 
performed two voyages before the mast in a vessel 
belonging to his benefactor, when he entered the 
cabin, and soon acquired the character of an active, 
eflicient, and intelligent officer, with the prospect 
7* 
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of becoming in a few years cue of the mo^ worthy 
of that worthy class of men— American ship- 
masters. 

But the girl, the daughter of the woman whose 
pitiable career I have endeavored to describe! 
Her name also was Barbara^ and she was always 
known as Barbara Allen. She was the living 
image of her mother, when that mother was sur- 
rounded, in early life, with joys which make life 
sweet. She had the same blooming cheeks and 
brilliant complexion ; the same Hebe-like form ; 
the same lustrous blue i eyes ; the same joyous ex- 
pression, buoyant spirits, and vivacity of manner. 
But her education had been different, and she had 
early been taught to shun the rocks, on which the 
happiness of her mother had been wrecked. Icha- 
bod Allen loved her as a daughter, and early im- 
pressed upon her mind precepts of virtue, which 
were a thousand times more valuable than all her 
personal charms. Her grace and her beauty exci- 
ted the admiration of all, and her bosom was the 
home of purity and truth. In a word, the youthful 
Barbara was every thing which the susceptible 
sailor, inexperienced in the ways and the character 
of woman, believed her mother to be, when he met 
her in AUensville, and, captivated by her charms, 
offered her his hand and his heart. And the man 
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who is SO fc^uoate as to win the affections of Bar- 
bara Allen, and lead her to the nuptial altar, will 
possess a gem of inestimable value. 

Before we bring this story to a close, it may be 
well to gratify the curiosity, which our readers may 
manifest, in relation to the fate of Jonas Sanderson, 
the man who had made it the business of his whole 
life, to supply human beings, rational beings, with 
the means of temporarily destroying those very 
faculties which distinguish man from the brute, and 
elevate him to an immeasurable distance above all 
other beings which inhabit the earth. This is 
surely a " dreadful trade ;" worse, ten thousand 
times worse, than to gather samphire from the pro- 
jecting rocks of the most appalling precipice. Yet 
how many there are, aye, and men, too, whom na- 
ture marked for some nobler occupation, who pur- 
sue this " dreadful trade," and, hke Jonas Sander- 
son, become prime agents in converting honest and 
industrious men into idle vagabonds, paupers and 
criminals, and transferring their homes, once the 
blessed abodes of peace, plenty, and tranquillity, 
into scenes of wretchedness, on which it is terrible 
for the mind to dwell ! 

Squire Sanderson, as I said before, had sunk low 
in the estimation of his townsmen ; and the murder 
of Barbara, under circumstances of a most revolting 
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character, of course caused an extraordinary excite- 
ment in the town of Allensville. Public indigna- 
tion was directed against the landlord of the Black 
Swan, who, it was well known, had for a long time 
supplied Sam Renwick with the materials for get- 
ting drunk. Indeed, a knot of reckless, but gene- 
rous-hearted young men, were led by this melan- 
choly incident, to view the character and conduct 
of Jonas^in such an objectionable light, that they 
took measures to inflict justice upon him without 
going through the tedious and uncertain process of 
law. But Jonas got intelligence of their intention, 
and disappeared until the excitement against hira 
was in some degree allayed. 

But his occupation was gone. He could no 
longer sell rum in Allensville, and he was ac- 
quainted with no other business. His constitution 
was broken down, and his intellect was shattered 
by intemperance. He dragged out a miserable ex- 
istence in the alms-house for a few years, hated, 
execrated, and despised by every one, when he 
was summoned to his last account. His life had 
been fall of wretchedness to others, and he died a 
miserable death. He felt as his end drew near, 
that he had not fulfilled the design of his creation ; 
that he had most signally neglected the golden rule 
of our Saviour, " Do unto others as you would be 
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done by ;" and instead of kindness and joy, had 
dispensed sorrow, shame and misery to his fellow- 
men. 

His nephew, Andrew Warner, who had 611ed 
for a time the degrading post of bar-keeper of the 
Black Swan tavern, was glad to quit a business 
for which he was never intended by nature. Ich- 
abod Allen declared that he owed him a debt of 
gratitude, and took him away to Boston, where he 
placed him in a situation in which he could acquire 
a good livelihood, without wounding his conscien- 
tiousness or destroying his self-respect. 

In the old burying ground at AUensville, is still 
to be seen at the head of a grave, a moss-covered 
slab of black marble, on which is engraven in large, 
but rude characters, the simple word, 

BARBARA! 

It was only a year or two since that Captain 
Allen and his wards made a pilgrimage to the ^pot ; 
and there, seated on the grassy turf, by the side of 
their mother's grave, he gave them a history of his 
life, and instructed them in the errors, the virtues, 
the woes and sufferings of their mother. The air 
was tranquil and serene ; the summer birds carolled 
their richest notes ; all nature wore a garb of singu- 
lar beauty; and while his interesting protegees, 
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with eyes overflowing with tears, hung mtently up- 
on the words which fell from the lips of their noble- 
hearted friend, guide and benefactor, he could 
hardly divest himself of the idea that the spirit of 
the gentle Barbara hovered over the group, and 
with the sweet look, and well«remembered smile of 
her youthful days, approved of his conduct, and in- 
voked blessings on the heads of her offipring. 
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